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"B^R INKING SONGST' 



SONG I. 
tHE HONEST FELLOW. 

PHO ! pox o'this nonfenfe, I prithee give o'er. 
And talk of your Philli* and Chloe no more t 
Their face, and llieir air, and their mien— what! rout I . 
fere's to thee, my lad !— pulh the bottle about. 

Let finical fopi play the fool and the ape j 
They dare not confide in the juice of the grape : 
Bat we honeft fellows— 'fdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink. 

'T!$ wine, only wine, that true pleafure beflows; 
Our joyi it increafes, and lightens our woet ; 
Remember what topers of old us 'd to fing. 
The man that is drunk it as great as a king. 

Vol. II. B 'Til 



tl (-'ffirul *!(M>^i {'M, -ler*^! 3H1 5ir jii; =iisi: ; 
'I J(* pKfMtsUtt 't ji^//fVMir *»^ >i ii? a? ittT ; 

Wb«t*f life bu: x fwH:. x ^.n;, xsd. xla^? 
My (ohS (lull be lUi, wk^'^ I *'£ Z^^t l> 'fxi^ 

tliiya, £)l Iff « Mfiper, aiut te: it jo tcoci. 



SONG ir. 
"ROUND O. " 

BKT'l'ER, our heads than hearts Ihonld ake, 
l.ovca chilJifli empire we defpife ; 
Uot>J MJno of him a flave can nuke. 
And fstce ■ lover to be wife. 
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SONG 111. 

SOME Tiy women are like tbe Tcm, 
Some the waves, and (bate the roc!<a ; 
Som« the rofe that foon decays ; 

Some the Ke^her, and fome the cocki: 
Bat if you'll give me leave to tell. 
There's nothiog can be compar'd fo well. 
As wine, wine, women and wine, they run in x parilleL 

Women are witches, when they wIH, 

They make the Aacefman lofe hi: lliill. 

The foldier, lawyer, and divine ; 
They put a gig in the gcareft Ikull, 
And lend their wits to gather wool : 
'Tis wine, wine, women and wine, they run in a parallel. 

What i«'t that mains yotn- vitige lb pale t 
Wbat is't that makes year loofcs divine ? 
What u't that makes your courage to fall ? 

V it not women ? Is it not wine f 
a wine will make you ficic when yoo're well ; 
Ti»WTMncn that make your fbtebead to fwrfl : 
'^ Irioe, wine, women and wine, they run vn a parallel. 

5 O N G IV. 
Fwomcn all teH me Pm falfe to my lafs, 
\ Tl(«l t quit my pwr Chloe, and ftick t» my glafs ; 
K-yoa men of lealbo, my reafons I'll own ; 
f jroo don't like them, wby— let them alone. 

B 1 They 




4 DRINKING SONGS. 

Althoagh I have left her, the truth I'll declare ; 
I believe (he was good, and Pm Aire fhe was fair ; 
Bat goodnefs and charms in a bumper I fee. 
That make it as good and as charming as fhe. 

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I mnft own ; 

Bnty though (he could fmile, yet in truth flie could frown ; 

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine. 

Did you e'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine f 

Her lilies and rofes were jufl in their prime ; 
Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time : 
But in wine, from its age fuch a benefit (lows. 
That we like it the better the dder it grows. 

They tell me my love would in time have been cloy'd. 
And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd ; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy ; 
For the longer I drink, the more thiifty am L 

Let murders, and battles, and hiflory prove 

The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love ; 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends. 

For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends^ 

She too might have poifon'd the joy of my life. 
With nurfes and babies, and fquallin'g, and ftrife ; 
But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can bring ^ 
And a big-bellied bottle 's a mighty good thing* 

W« 
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We (horten our days when with love we engage. 

It brings on difeafes and haftens old age ; 

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave. 

And keep out t' other leg, when there's one in the grave* 

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to their word. 
She had left me to get an eilate, or a lord ; 
But my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf) 
Will fland by me when I can't Hand by myfelf. 

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain ; 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts J fpy ; 
Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper and try. 



S O N G V. 

SHE tells me with claret (he cannot agree. 
And (he thinks of a hogfhead whene'er (he fees me ; 
For I fmell like a bead, and therefor mud I, 
Refolve to forfake her, or claret deny. 
Mud I leave my dear bottle, that was always my friend. 
And I hope will continue fo to my lifes end ? 
Mud I leave it for her ? 'tis a very. hard ta(k : 
Let her go to the devil ! — bring the other full (Ia(k. 

Had (he tax'd me mth. gaming, and bid me forbear* 
*Tis a thoufand to one I had lent her an ear : 
Had (he found out my Sally, up three pair of dairs, 
I had balk'd her and gone to St. Jameses to prayers. 

B 3 Nauture, 
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Had Ihe bad mc read homilies three times a day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd with little to (ay ; 
But, at night, to deny mc my bottle of red. 

Let her go to the devil {--there's no more to be faid. 

SONG VI. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

WITH an honeft old friend, and a merry old fong. 
And a flafk of old port, let me fit the night lorgj 
And laugh at the malice of thofe who repine. 
That they mufl fwig porter, while I can drink wine. 

I envy no mortal, though ever fo great. 
Nor fcorn I a wretch for his lowly eftate ; 
But what I abhor^ and efleem as a curfe. 
Is poornefs of fpirit, not poornefs inpurfe. 

Then dare to be generous, dauntlcfs, and gay. 
Let's merrily pafs lifcs remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our fees may defpife. 
For the more we are envied, the higher we rife. 

SONG vir. 

THE HAPPY LIFE. 

BY MR. WILLIAM THOMPSON: 

A Book, a friend, a fong, a glafs, 
A chafle, yet laughter-loving lafs. 
To mortals various joys impart. 

Inform the fenfe, and warm the heart. 

Thrice 



DRINKING SONGS. 

Thrice happy they who, carelefs, laid 
Beneath a kind-embowering ihade. 
With rofy wreaths their temples crown. 
In rofy wine their forrows drown. 

Mean while the Mufes wake the lyre, 
The Graces moded mirth infpire, 
Gocd-natur'd humour, harmlefs wit ; 
Well- tempered joys, nor grave, nor light. 

Let facred Venus with her heir. 
And dear lanche too be there* 
Muiic and wine in concert move 
With beauty and refinrng love* 

There Peace (hall fpread her dove-like wing. 
And bid her olives round us fpring. 
There Truth Ihall itign, a facred gucll I 
And Innocence, to crown the reft. 

Begone, ambition, riches, toys. 
And fplendid cares, and guilty joys :— • 
Give me a book, a friend, a glafs. 
And a chafle laughter-loving lafs. 



B+ SONG 




• • • 



'• • 



• • • ' 



• • • • • 

• • • • • I 



PART THE THIRD. 



DRINKING-SONGS. 



1 • 



♦ ■ 



> > (I 



t » 






12 DRINKING SONGS. 

Ffiendfliip with thy finile divine, 

Brighten all our features ; 
What but friendfhip, love and wine 

Can make us happy creatures. 
Bring the flafk, ^c. 

Why the deuce (hould we be fad. 

While on earth we moulder; 
Grave or gay, or wife or mad, 

We every day grow older. 
Bring the flaik, iic. 

Then fmce time will (leal away 

Spite of all our forrow ; 
Heighten every joy to-day, 

Never mind to-morrow. 

Bring the flafk, the mufic bring, 

Joy (hall quickly find us ; 
Prink, and dance, and laugh, and fing. 

And call dull care behind us. 

SONG XIV. 
CATOS ADVICE. 

WHAT Cato advifes mod certainly wife is. 
Not always to labour, but fometimes to play, 
To mingle fweet pleafure with fearch after treafure. 

Indulging at night for the toils of the day : ^ 
And while the dull mifer efleems himfelf wifer,' 

His bags to increafe, while his health does decay, 
pur fouls we enlighten, our fancies we brighten, 
And pafs the long evenings in pleafure away. 
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All chearfal and hearty, we fet aiide party. 

With fome tender fair the bright bumper is crown'd ; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us. 

While care in an ocean of claret Is drown'd : 1 
See, here's our phyfician, we know no ambition. 

But where there's good wine and good company found i 
Thus happy together, in fpite of all weather, 

*Tis funlhine and fummer with us the year round. 

SONG XV. 

FROM ANACREON. 

IF gold could lengthen life, I fwear. 
It then ihould be my chiefeft care. 
To get a heap, that I might fay. 
When death came to demand his pay. 
Thou (lave, take this, and go thy way. 

But iince life is not to be bought. 

Why fhould I plague myfelf for nought p 

Or foolifhly didurb the ikie^ 

With vain complaints, or fruitlefs cries ? 

For if the fatal deflinies 

Have all decreed it ihall be fo. 

What good will gold or crying do ? 

Give me, to eafe xay thirfty foul, 
1 he joys and comfort* of the bowl ; 
Freedom and hcalthf and whilft I live. 
Let me not want what love can give : 
Then (hall I die in peace, and have 
This confolation in the grave. 
That once I had the world my (lave. 

SONG 
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SONG XVI. 
AN HUNDRED YEARS HENCE. 

LET us drink and be meriyy 
Dance, joke, and rejoice. 
With claret and Qierrjf 

Theorboe and voice : 
The changeable world 

To our joy is unjufi-. 
All treafure's uncertain. 

Then down with your duit. 
In frolics difpofe 

Your pounds, fhillings, and pence. 
For we fliall be nothing 

An hundred years hence. 

We'll kifs and be free 

With Moll, Betty, and Nelly, 
Have oyflers and lobflers. 

And maids by the belly. 
Fiih dinners will make 

A lafs fpring like a flea; 
Dame Venus, loves goddefs. 

Was bom of the fea : 
With Bacchus and her 

We'll tickle the fenfe. 
For we (hall be pail it 

An hundred years hence. 



Your 
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Your mod beautiful bit. 

That hath all eyes upon her^ 
That her honefty fells 

For a hogoe of honour, 
Whofe Hghtnefs and brightneft 

Doth ihine in fuch fplendour. 
That none bn^ the ftars 

Are thought fit to attend her ; 
Though now (he be pleafant. 

And fweet to the fenfe. 
Will be damnable mouldy 

An hundred vears hence. 

« 

The ufurer, that 

In the hundred takes twenty. 
Who wants in his wealth. 

And pines in his plenty ; 
Lays up for a feafon 

Which he fhall ne*er fee. 
The year one thoufand 

Eight hundred and three : 
His wit, and his wealth, 

His learning, and fenfe. 

Shall be turned to nothing 
An hundred years hence. 

Your Chancery-lawyers, 

Whofe fubtilety thrives. 
In fpinning out fuits 

To the length of three lives ; 

Such 
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Such faits which the clients 

Do wear out in flavery» 
Whilft pleader makes confcience 

A cloak for his knavery. 
May boaft of his fubtilety 

In the prefent tenfe. 
But Non eft inventus 

An hundred years hence* 

Then why fhould we turmoil 

In cares and in fears. 
Turn all our tranquility 

To fighs and to tears ? 
Let's eat, drink, and play. 

Till the worms do corrupt us, 
'Tis certain, poft mortem 

Nulla voluptas, 
Let^s deal with our damfels, 

That we may from thence. 
Have broods to fucceed us 

An hundred years hence. O* 

SONG XVII. 

JOLLY mortals, fill your glafles. 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces. 
Who'd for love or beauty pine. 

Look within the bowl that*s flowing. 
And a thoufand charms you'll find. 

More* than in Phillis, though jufl going, 
In the moment to be kind. 



Alexander 
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Alexander hated thinking. 

Drank abont at conncil board ; 
He fatKiu\i the world by drinking. 

More than by his conquering fword. 

SONG XVIII. 

AS fwift as time put round the glafs, 
And hufband well lifes little fpace ; 
Perhaps your fun, which fhines fo bright. 
May fet in everlailing night. 

Or, if the fun again fhould rife. 
Death, ere the morn, may clofe your eyes ; 
Then drink, before it be too late. 
And fnatch the prefent hour from fate* 

Come, fill a bumper, fill it round ; 
Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound ; 
In thefe alone true wifdom lies. 
For, to be merry's to be wife. 

5 O N G XlX.» 

BUSY, curious, thirfty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I ; 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ft thou (ip and fip it up. 
Make the mofl of life you may. 
Life isihort, and wears away« 

* " Made extempore by a Centlemani occailonM by a Ply drinking 
out of his Cup of Ale/' 

Vol. II. C Both 
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Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haftening qaick to their decline: 
Thioe's a fommer, mine no moie^ 
Thoogh repeated to thrceficore ; 
Threeicore fammers, when they're gone. 
Will appear as fhort at one. 

SONG XX. 
ANACREON ON HIMSELF* 

BY THE REV. MR. FAWKES. 

WHEN I drain the rofy bowl^ 
Joy exhilarates my foul $ 
To the Nine I raife my fong. 
Ever fair and ever yoang. 
When full cups my cares expell. 
Sober counfcis then farewell ; 
Let the winds, that murmur* fwecp 
All my forrov/s to ihe deep. 

When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 
Leads me to delightful bowers. 
Full of fragrance, full of flowers* 
When I quaff the fparkling wine. 
And my locks with rofes twine. 
Then I praife lifes rural fcene. 
Sweet, ftquefter'd, andfercnc. 

When I fink the bowl profound, 
Richcil ftagrarce flowing round, 
And iome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inr|>ires the drains 



When 
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When (am gcMsts deep aai iriAii 
I exhaoA tW geicnme tide^ 
AH wtf Ael sn^aTh*-! pkajr* 
GaoieAMBe with tli# yootf 8»di gqr. 



SONG XXL 

MORTALS, kam yo«r Mvts to peeAve, 
Not by length of time, b«t pleafiiK ; 
Now the hoars iavite, comjpiy } 
Whilft yott idly paofe^ they £y : 
Blefty a nimble pace they keep ; 
Bat in tormenc^ tkea they ceeep. 

Mortals learA ye«r IWet t» mufugeg 
Not by lengik ef line, hu ^Usfiire i 
Soon your fpring muft hare a fall ; 
Loofing yoathy ii Magetls 
Then you'll aft, ktieMMr<vrftt|;ifey 
And may linger, but Ml five; 



o 
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LD Chiren thas preacK'd to kis f apti Ac&illet : 
I'll tell yon, yoang gentlemail« what the Fetei will iii 
You, my boy, 
Maft go 

(The godi win hsire U fo) 
To the fiegc of Troy $ 
Thence never to retam to Greece agaie. 
Bat before thofe walls to be ilain« 

C 2 Ne'er 
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Ne'er let yoar noble courage be cail down ; 
Bttty all the while you lie before the town, 
Drinky and drive care away, drink and be merry ; 
You'll ne'er go the fooner to the Stygian ferry. O. 



SONG XXIIL 

LET'S be jovial, fill our glaiTes, 
Madnefs 'tis for us to think 
How the world is rul'd by afles. 
And the wife are fway'd by chink. 

Then never let vain cares opprefs us ; 

Riches are to them a fnare ; 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Croefus, 

While our bottle drowns our care* 

Wine will make us red as rofes> 

And our forrows quite forget ; 
Come let's fuddle all our nofes. 

Drink ourfelves quite out of debt. 

When grim Death comes looking for us. 

We are toping off our bowls ; 
Bacchus joining in the chorus. 

Death, begone, here's none but fouls. 

Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
« Trembling Death away (hall fly ; 
Ever after underftanding. 
Drinking fouls can never die. 

SONG 
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SONG XXIV. 

EVERY nan take a glafs In his hand, 
r And drink a good health to the king ; 
Many years may he rule o'er this land ; 
May his laurels for ever freih fpring : 
Let wrangling and jangling ftraightway ceafe. 
Let ev*ry man ftiive for his countrys peace ; 
Neither tory nor whig 
With their parties look big : 
Here's a health to all honeft men. 

'Tis not owning a whimfical name 

That proves a man loyal and jnft ; 
Let him fight for his countrys fame. 

Be impartial at home if in trnft ; 
'Tis this that proves him an honefl foul. 
His health we'll drink in a brimful bowl ; 

Then let's leave off debate. 

No confufion create ; 
Here's a health to all honeft men. 

When a company's honeftly met. 

With intent to be merry and gay. 
Their drooping fpirits to whet. 

And drown the fatigues of the day ; 
What madnefs is it thus to difpute. 
When neither fide can his man confute ? 

When you've faid what you dare. 

You're but juft where you were. 
Here's a health to all honeft men. 

C a Then 
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Then agree^ ye trae Britons, agree. 

And ne'er qaarrd n^oat a iridc-mme ; 
Let your enemies trembling fee, 

That an Engjlifhman's a(krays the fame ; 
For oar kingy cor chnrdi, oar law, and right. 
Let's lay by all ItnBn, «nd ftrai|fht tnnte^ 

Then who -need care a fg. 

Who's a tory or ovWg « 
Here's a health to all honeft men. 

s o M o xxy. 

BY TOM BROWN. 

WINE, wine in a jmorjaing 
Mgkfis \i» frolic and g/tf. 
That like eagk^ we (oar, - 
In thtf |ffide of the day ^ 
Goaty fots of iht night 
Only find a decay^ 

^Tis the fun ripes the grapRK, 
And to drin^king gives ti|fht; 

We imitate hira. 

When by noon wt'^re at height ; 

They deal wine, Who ta[ke it 
When he's out of figlit. 

Boy, fill all the ^lafTes, 

Fill tiiem up «ow be (bkies ; 
The higher ihe xdies 

The more bcrofijies. 
For wine and wit €d3St 

As their maker declines. 



SONG 




SONG XXVL 

HAD Neptane^ when firft he took ch^fjC of the ((^ 
Been as wife, or at lead been as merry as we, 
HeM ha?iei]uuight better 9b% ^^d, ufi$$4 /ptint hntiBf 
Woold have Ul'd-the y^ Oi^ta wit^ fmeiooswuf. 

What trafficking then wofild hnv^ been on the mv^ 
For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain ! 
No fear then of tenpeft, or danger of iiaking ; 
The fifhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 

The hot thirfty Ain then wpol4 drive with m(Mt hafte> 
Secure in the evening of fuch a repaft ; 
And when he'd got tipfy would have taken his nap 
With doable the pleafare in Thetises lap. 

By the force of his rays» and thus heated with wine, 
Confider how ^loripufly Phgebns wPuU fliine ; 
What vaft exhalations he'd draw up oq hjgb^ 
To relieve the poor e^th as it w;uQted Aippiy* 

How happy us mortals when blefs'd with fuch rain. 
To fill all our veffelty and €11 them agnin ! 
Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a difii 
Might jan\p in the jivec, aad drink like a 6A. 

What mirth and contentment in eveiy jones .brow. 
Hob as great as a prince dancing after the p|p»v I 
The birds in the air, as they play pn the wing^ 
Although they but ilp> would eternally iing. 

C 4 The 
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The fiars, who I think don't to drinking incline. 
Would frifk and rejoice at the fame of the wine; 
Andy merrily twinkling, would foon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 

Had this been the cafe, what had we then enjoyM, 
Our fpirits ftill rifing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd ! 
A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r. 
To flip, like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour. 

SONG xxvir. 

FROM ANACREON. 
BY ABRAHAM, COWLEY ESQ. 

THE thirdy earth drinks up the rain, 
And thirils, and gapes for drink again ; 
The plants fct in the earth, they are 
By conflant drinking frefh and fair.' 

The fea itfelf, which, one would think. 
Should have but little need to drink. 
Drinks many a thoufand rivers up. 
Into his overflowing cup. 

The bufy fun (and one would guefs 
By his drunken fiery face no lefs) 
Drinks up the fea, and when that's done. 
The moon and flars drink up the fun. 

They drink and dance by their own light, 
They drink and revel all the night ; 
Nothing in nature's fober found, 
But an eternal health goes round. 



m 
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Fill up the bowl, boys, fill it high ; 
Fill all the glafles here ; for why 
Should every creature drink but I ? 
Why, man of morals, tell me why ? 

SONG XXVIIL 

BY ARTHUR DAWSON E S Q:^* 

XT'E good fellows all, 
-* Who love to be told where there's claret good ftore^ 
Attend to the call 

Of one who's ne'er frighted. 
But greatly delighted. 
With fix bottles more : 
Be fure you don't pa(s 
The good houfe Money Glafs, 
Which the jolly red god fo peculiarly owns ; 
*Twill well fuit your humour. 
For pray what would you more. 
Than mirth, with good claret, and bumpers, 'squire Jones. 

Ye lovers who pine 
For lafles that oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine 
For lilies and rofes. 
With eyes, lips, and nof.s. 
Or tip of an ear : 

Come hither, I'll (how you 
How Phillis and Chloe 
No more Ihall occafion fuch fighs and fuch groans ; 
For what mortal fo llupid 
As not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd by good claret, and bumpers, 'squire Jones. 

* Third baroo of the Exchequer in Ireland. Who is faid to have 
^ranflated it fronrone of the compoiitioni of Carolan, a celebrated mudera 
lri(h bard. 

Ye 
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Ye poeti wko write. 
And brag of your dricKking faii*d HelaoMM brook. 

Though all ydo get by't 

Is a dinner oft-ti»et> 

In reward of your rhimea. 
With Humphrey the duke : 

Learn Baochu« to follow^ 

And quit your Apollo* 
ForAke nU the fliiiie«, thofe ibafeleft old crooei; 

Our jingling of glaflea 

Your rhimiag furpiile9» 
When crownM with good claret and (Himper i, 'squire Jonea. 

Ye foldiers fo d^ot, 
With plenty of oatha* thoagh no plenfy of coin. 
Who mcbe fach a rout 

Of all yocr cocinandera 
Who ferv'd HI in Flanderf, 
And eke at the Boyne : 

Come leave off your rattling 
Of iteging and battling* 
And know youM much better to fleep in whole bones ; 
Were you fcnt to Gibraltar, 
Your note you'd foon alter. 
And wifli for good claret, and bumpers, 'squire Jones* 

Ye clergy fo wife. 
Who my it'ries profound can demonHrate moUt clear. 
How worthy to rife! 

You preach once a week. 
But your tithes never itck 
Above once in a year : 

Come 
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Come here without Aittng^ 

And leave etf ywmt nUimg 
'Galnft bifhops providing for idoll .ftnpid 4j9um ; 

Says the text lb divine. 

What is life witfaont Wfimc^ 
Then away with the claret, mbiii&per> 'afatxc fotm. 

Ye lawyen ib jsft. 
Be the caofe w^ it mUi, mho tp karadU^ pkad* 
How worthy aftriBfti 

You kooor black Sr^m vdaiet 
Y(CC prefer wirong to dSgiiC, 
A$ yon chance to be fee'd : 

Leave mnfty reports* 
And forfake the kings courts. 
Where Otkrifs^nd Difcord hane lfet{up<l«(r|hrOBei| 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, 
Witii aH yoQr damn'd entrfes. 
And away with the claret, abjin^r, '.Ai^idxtfjoiiet. 

Ye phyfic^l tribe, 
WhOife knowlege confifts in hard wprdt and^iMiace, 
Whene'er you prefcribe 
Have at your devoticm 
Pills, bolus, orpotioU} 
Be what will the cafe : 

Pray where is xhe need 
To purge, btifter, and bleed f 
When ailing yourfelves the wJhole faoultj^ «w»f> 
That the forms of old CSalejn 
Are not fo prevailii^ 
AijBirth with good claret, and bumpen, 'squire Jones. 

c Ye 
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Ye foxhuDters eke, ^ 

That follow the call of the horn and the hound. 
Who yonr ladies forfakey 
Before they're awake» 
To beat up the brake 
WItere the vermin is found : 

Leave Piper and Blueman, 
Shrill Duchefs and Traeman; 
No BDfic is fonnd in fuch diflfonant tones : 
Would you ravifh your ears 
With the fongs of the fpheres. 
Hark away to the claret, a bumper, 'squire Jones. 

SONG XXIX. 
/ IN THE PRAISE OF SACK. 

BY FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 
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ISTEN all, I pray. 
To the words I've to fay, 
la memory fure infert 'em ; 
Rich wines do us raife 
To the honour of bays ; 
^9tm mufectn dtfirtum f 

Of all the juice 

Which the gods produce. 
Sack (hall be preferr'd before 'cm ; 

Tis fack that fhall 

Create ns all 
Altr/, Bacchus^ ApfAlo^ *virorum, 

2 Wc 
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We abandon all ale. 

And beer that is ftale, 
Rofa Soils and damnable hum; 

Bat we will crack 

In the praife of fack* 
'Gainil omne quod ixit in UMm 

This is the wine 

Which in former time 
Each wife one of the Magi 

Was wont to caroufe 

In a frolicfome bloufe^ 
Recubans /ub tegnune fagu 

Let the hop be their bane 

And a rope be their fhame^ 
Let the gout and the cholic pine ^em 

That offer to Ihriok 

In taking their drink» 
^eu Gracumy Ji've Latinum* 

Let the glafs go round. 

Let the quart pot found ; 
Let each one do as he's done to ; 

Avaunt ye that hug 

The abominable jug. 
^ongft us heterocUta /unto. 



There's 
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Aft iie :iuc 
lili paiiitcwidi 
"Us I'acJE 



He 'J either iittsc 

That drinks m>c vviafr 
The more a iibub 
^ Like X I'ttbtdtt *oflbuc» 
Tturraar -vaaOL . :U 



Tia cmc our i*^Nls» 
Cf beer ;&at docik lUflit bat 



Toi ixt i 311 
And :2iis co' aeu. b!is :s ; 
Him '.hat is 
I caa -atUv 
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How it cUmt* tW bnbs I 

How it wanui At ? m» ! 
How agpaul^ all ctoAt k ana* m^ 

How it makes him that'* poor 

Conrageooily roar* 
Et mutatas dicere fsrwtmm 

Give me tbe bo7# 

Mj delight a*4 mjioifg 
To my /armw tkac diiftks hit /«fr i 

fiy (ack he tha» wttoiy 

In oor fyntaxis, .^ 

^ verhm ferfnaUm 

Art thoo weak or laiM^ 

Or thy wiu to UaflM f 
Call for iack and tbon fliak bav« U| 

Twill make Ua rile^ 

And be very wife, 
Co/' o'/^r natura mgavU* 

We hare fiiafio lOMidai 
We hare merry go-dow«»k 
Yet nothing is done at raadooa | 
For when wfl^ie to ft^^ 

We clob and awfty^ 
U ift commune Mfftandmth 



Tbe 
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The bladci that wane ofti. 

Have creuic for crafh, 
They^l have fack whatever it ooft'em ; 

They do not pay 

Till another day, 
MoMtt alta wuntt rtffimm. 

Who ne'er &xls to drink 

All clear 6-om the brink. 
With a fmooth and even fwallow, 

111 offer at his (hrine. 

And call it divine, 
Et ifit mbt magmsu ApoUa. 

He that drinks ftill. 

And ne'er has his fill. 
Hath a pafliige like a conduit : 

The fack doth infpire 

In rapture and fire. 
Sic mbtr atbira fundit. 

When you merrily qoaf. 

If any go ofi^. 
And (lily offer to pafs ye. 

Give their noie a twitch. 

And kick 'em in the breech 
Nam eomfonuntur ab mffi. 



I have 
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I have told you plain. 

And will tell yoa again » 
Be he farious as Orlando, 

Ht is an afs 

That from hence doth pafs, 
T^ifi hi hit ad oftia Jlauio, 

SONG XXX. 

COME fill me a glafs, fill it high, 
A bumper, a bomper Til have ; 
He's a fool that will flinch, Fli not bate him an inch. 
Though I drink myfelf into the grave. 

Here's a health then to thofe jolly foals. 

Who like me will ne'er give o'er ; 
Who no danger controuls, bnt will take oflT their bowls^ 

And merry (lickle for more. 

Drown reafon, and all fuch weak foes, 

I fcorn to obey her command. 
Could (he ever fuppofe I'd be led by the nofe> 

And let my glafs idly fland ? 

Reputation's a bugbear to fools, 

A foe to the joys of dear drinking. 
Made ufe of by tools, who'd fet us new rales. 

And bring us to pofitive thinking. 

TeU'em all, I'll have fix in my hand. 

For I've trifled an age away : 
'Tis in vain to command, the fleeting fand 

Rolls on, and cannot flay. 

Come, my lads, move the glafs, drink aboat. 

We'll drink the univerfc dry ; 
We'll fet foot to foot, and drink it all out. 

If once we grow fober we die. O.- 

YoL. II. D SONG 
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SONG XXXI. 

RAIL ro 10*: re yc learned afTes, 
'G^cfl che joys the bowl fapplies ; 
iktffi<d 'iU dtpihf aod fill yoar glaflies, 

Vi'ii'i<jcrt. z\ the bottom lies. 
J^ii! thtc» higher dill, and higher, 

^kUlow draughu perplex the brain ; 
tippusg qgcnches all our fire, 
Qusip<ri light it op again. 

Drzw the fceiie for Wit aid Pleafarr , 

Exit^ Jollitf and Joy ; 
We for thinking have no leifarey 

lAzuly mirth u oar employ : 
Since in life there's nothing certain. 

We'll the prefent hoar engage ; 
Ani, when Death (hall drop the cartain, 

W;th applaufe we*ll qait the flage. 

SONG xxxn. 

THE TIPLING PHILOSOPHERS.* 

DIOGENES farly and proad. 
Who fnarlM at the Macedon yoath. 
Delighted in wine that was good, 

Becaofe in good wine there is trath : 
Till growing as poor at a Job, 

Unable to porchafe a flafk. 
He chofe for his manfion a tab. 
And liv'd by the fcent of the caik. 

* Confifted ortgiiialljr of but fis Tcrfc*. T^ie author tflenrards in- 
ferted a number of additional ftansai, of which, thofc included wtthtn 
croccbcu have been rometimct printed as part of the foag. The whole 
is contained in a little pamphlet, intitici Wine and Wifdoff), or the 
Tipling Philorophera, i Ijrick pocfli» Load, lyic* 

Heradittts 
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Heraclltns would never deny 

A bumper to comfort his heartf 
But when he was maudlin would cry» 

Becaufe he had emptied his quart : 
Though fome are fo fooliih to think 

He wept at mans folly and vice, 
*Twas only his cuftom to drink 

Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes, 

Democritus always was glad 

To tipple and cherifh his foul ; 

And would laugh like a man that was mad. 

When over a full flowing bowl : 
As long as his cellar was ftoHd, 

The liquor he'd merrily quafF, 

And when he was drunk at a lord. 

At thofe that were fober he'd laugh. 

[ Wife Solon, who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athens of old. 
And thought the rich CrceTus a flave. 

Though a king, to his coffers of gold ; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 

But, drinking, much talk would decline, 
Becaufe 'twas the cuftom of fools. 

To prattle much over their wine. 

Old Socrates ne'er was content, 

Till a bottle bad heightened his joyi. 
Who in's cups to the oracle wentf 

Or he ne'er had been counted fo wife : 
Late hours be certainly lov'd. 

Made wine the delight of his life. 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 

Such a damnable fcold of a wife* ] 

Da [Old 
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[ Old Seneca, famM for his parts» 

Who tator'd the bally of Rome, 
Grew wife o'er his caps and his qaarts 

Which he drank like a mifer at home : 
And to ihow he lov'd wine that was good 

To the lad, we may truly aver it. 
That he tinAor'd the bath with his blood. 

So faneicd he died in his claret. ] 

Pythag'ras did filence enjoin 

On his pupils, who wifdom would feek» 
Becaufe that he tippled good wine. 

Till himfelf was unable to fpeak : 
And when he was whimiical grown. 

With fippiog his plentiful bowls. 
By the ftrength of the juice in his crown. 

He conceived tranfmigtation of fouls. ] 

Copernicus, like to the reft, 

Bcliev'd there was wifdom in wine. 
And fancied a cup of the beft 

Made reafon the brighter to ihine ; 
With wine he replenifh'd his veins. 

And made his philofophy reel ; 
Then fancied the world like his brains. 

Run round like a chariot wheel. 

[ Theophsaflas, that eloquent fage. 

By Athens fo greatly ador'd. 
With a bottle would boldly engage. 

When mellow, was briOt as a bird ; 
Would chat, tell a flory, and jeft. 

Mod pleafantly over a glafs. 

And thought a dumb gueH at a feaflf 

But a dull philofophxcal afs. ] 

[ Anaxarchosy 
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£ Anaxarchtts, more patieot than Job, 

By peftles was pounded to death. 
Yet fcorn'd that a groan or a fob 

Should wafle the remains of his breath : 
But Aire he was free with the glafs. 

And drank to a pitch of difdaiB, 
Or the (Irength of bis wifdom, alas ! 

I fear would have HinchM at the pain, ] 

Ariftotle, that mafter of arts. 

Had been but a dunce without wine. 
And what we afcribe to his parts. 

Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, moft writers agree. 

Was as large as a watering trough ; 
He therefore jumped into the fea, 

Becaufe he'd have liquor enoagh* 

[ When Pyrrho had taken a glafs. 

He faw jthat no obje£t appear'd, 
Exaflly the fame as it was 

Before he had liquor'd his be^rd : 
For things running round in his drink. 

Which fober he motionlefs fonnd^ 
Occaiion'd the ikeptic to think 

There was nothing of truth to be found. ] 

Old Plato was rcckon'd divine. 

He wifely to virtue was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine. 

His merits we never had known. 
By wine we are generous made. 

It furniihes fancy with wings. 
Without it we ne'er fhould have had 

]Phji)ofophers, poets, or kings. 

P} SONG 
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SONG xxxnL 

BY MR. HlNaV CARET. • 

ZENO, Plato, AriHoiIff, 
All were lovers of the bottle ; 
Poet9> ptinters» and muddaixF, 
Churchmen, lawyers, and phylidans, 
AH admire a pretty lafs. 
All require a chearfol glafs : 
Ev'ry pleaTure has its ieafbn. 
Lave and drinking are no treaibn. 

SONG XXXIV. 

FROM MILTON, t 

NOW Phcbns finked m the wdt^ 
Welcome fbng, and welcome jefi^ 
lizdnight flioat and revdry* 
Tipfy dance and jollity ; 
Braid your locks with rofy twine. 
Dropping odours dropping wine. 

Bigonr now is gone to bed, 
And advice with fcrvploos head* 
Strift age, and fiinr feverity. 
With dieir grave ikws in flunber lie 

* In the bnridViite ojiera of the Dngoa of Wsatkj* 
f la the MaT^ie of Couu* 



SONG 
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8 O K G XXXV. 

BY DR. DALTON.^ 

BY the gayly circling glafs 
We can fee how the minutes pafs ; 
By the hollow ca(k are told. 
How the waning night grows old. 

Soon, too (bon, the bafy day 
Drives us from oar fport and play. 
What have we with day to do ?. 
Sons of care ! 'twas made for you. 

SONG XXVI. 

BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN ESQ^f 

THIS bottle's the fun of our table. 
His beams are rofy wine ; 
We - - planets that are not able 
Without his help to fhine. 

Let mirth and glee abound ! 

You'll foon grow bright 

With borrowed light. 
And ihine as he goes round. 

SONG xxxvir. 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER. 

VULCAN, contrive me fuch a cup, 
As Nedor as'd of old ; 
Show all thy (kill to trim it up, 
Damafk it round with gold. 

* In ihe Mafque of Comut. 
•f la the Dueona. 

D 4 Make 
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Make it fo large, that, filPd with fade 

Up to the fwelling brim, 
Vaft toadii in the delicious lake, 

Like (hips at fea, may fwim. 

Engrave not battle on his cheek. 
With war IVe nought to do ; 

I'm none of thofe that took Maeflrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 

Let it no name of planets tell, 
FixM dart or conftellations ; 

For I am no fir Sydrophel, 
Nor none of his relations. 

But carve thereon a fpreading vine. 
Then add two lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in am'rous folds entwine. 
The type of future joys. 

Cupid and Bacchus my faints are. 
May drink and love (lill reign ; 

With wine I wa(h away my care. 
And then to love again. 

SONG XXXVm. 

« 

FROM ANACREON. 

FILL me a bowl, a mighty bowl. 
Large as my capacious foul ; 
Vaft as my thirH is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave ; 
I mean the grave of all my care. 
For I defign to bury't there. 



L*f 
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Let it of filver faihion'd be, 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me. 
Worthy to adorn the fpheres. 
As that bright cup amongft the ftars. 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl. 
Large as my capacious foul. 



SONG XXXIX. 

YOU know that our ancient philofophers hold^ 
There is nothing in beauty, or honour, or gold; 
That blifs in externals no mortal can find, 
And in truth, my good friends, I am quite of their mind. 

What makes a man happy, I never can doubt, 
^Tis fomething within him, and nothing without ; 
This fomething, they faid, was the fource of contentf 
And, whatever they call'd it, 'twas wine that they memt. 

Without us, indeed, it is not worth a pin ; 
Pat, ye gods ! how divine if we get it within ; 
'Tis then of all blefiings the flourifhing root. 
And, in fpite of the world, we can gather the fruit* 

When the bottle is wanting the foul is depreft. 
And beauty can kindle no flame in the bread t 
But with wine in our hearts we are always in love, 
^e can fing like the linnet, and bill like the dove. 



Tfca 
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The riche^ and greateft arc poor and repine^ 

If with gold and with grandeur 70a giTC them no viiie ; 

Bot wioe to the peafant or Have if yoa bring, 

Hc% as rich as a Jew, and as great as a king. 

With wine at my heart, I am happy and free. 

Externals without it are nothing to me; 

Come 611, and this truth from a bumper yoall know* 

That wine is, of blefOngs, the bleCng below. 

SONG XL. 
IN PRAISE OF WINE. 

lY BEN JO NSOM? 

LET foldiers fight for pay and prai/e» 
And money be the mifef s wtHi ; 
Poor (cholars lladv all their days. 

And gluttons glory in their d fh : 
Tis wine, pare wine revives fad fuuls^ 
Therefor give me the chearing bowls. 

Let minions marfhai in their hair, 

A ad in a lovers lock delight. 
And artificial colours wear; 

We have the nanve red and white. 
Tis wine, (fe. 

Yoor pheaiant pent, and cnlver (almon. 
And how to pleafe yoor palates think ; 
Give as a fait Weftphalia ganunon,. 
Not meat to eat, but meat to drink* 
wine, ^r. 

5 Some 
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It makes the backward fpirits brave, . 

That lively that before was dull ; 
Thofe grow good fellows that are grave^ 

And kindnefs flows from cups brim* full. 
'Tis wine, toV. 

Some have the tific, fome the rheum. 

Some have the palfy, feme the gout ; 
Some fwell with fat, and fome confume. 

But they are found that drink all out. 
**Ti8 wine, Wr. 

Some men want youth, and fome want health. 

Some want a wife, and fome a punk. 
Some men want wit, and fome want wealth; 

But he wants nothing that is drunk. 
•Tis wine, pure wine revives fad fouh. 
Therefore give me the cheating bowls. 

SONG XLI. 
A BACCHANALIAN RANT. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

ACCHUS muft now his power fcfigit. 



B 



I am the only god of wine ; 
It is not fit the wretch fhoold be 
In competition fet with me. 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 

Make a new world, ye powers divine! 
Stock'd with nothing elfe but wine ; 
Let wine its only prododl be. 
Let wine be earth, and air, and fea, 
And let that wine be all for me. 



U 
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Let odier noruls raunlj wear 
A tedums life in anxious care ; 
Let the ambitioas toil and thinic. 
Let ftatet and empires fwim or fink» 
My fole ambition is to drink* 

SONG XLn. 

rT Am the king and prince of * drinkers/ 
L X Ranting, rattling, jovial boys : 
We defpife yoor fullen thinkers^ 
And fill the tavern with ^ our' noife. 

We fing and we roar. 

And we drink and call for more. 
And make more noife than twenty can ; 

Tis therefore all we fwear, 

That the man who knows no care. 
He only deferves the name of a man.] 

My friend and I we drank whole pifspots 

Fall of fack np to the brim : 
I drank to my friend, and he drank his pot. 
So we pat aboat the whim : 

Three bottles and a quart. 

We fwallow'd down oar throat, 
Bst hang foch pany fips as thefe ; 

We laid as all along. 

With oar months onto the bung, 
And tipp'd whole hogfheads off with eafe^ 

I heard of a fop that drank whole tankards, 

Stird himfelf the prince of fots : 
Bat I fay now hang fach filly drunkards, 

Melt their flaggons^ break their pots. 

My 
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My friend and I did join 

For a cellar full of wine. 
And we drank the vintner oat of door ; 

We drank it all ap. 

In the morning, at a Tap, 
And greedily rov'd about for mor^ 

My friend to me did make this modony 

Let us to the vintage fkip : 
Then weembark'd upon the ocean , 
Where we found a Spanifli (hip^ 

Deep laden with wine. 

Which was fuperfincf. 
The failors fwore five hundred tun i ' 

We drank it all at fea. 

Ere we came unto the key. 
And the merchant fwore he was quite undone. 

My friend, not having quenchM his thirfi. 

Said, let us to the vineyards hafte : 
Straight then we fail'd to the Canaries, 
Which a£Forded juft a tafte ; 

From thence unto the Rhine, 

Where we drank up all the wine, 
'Till Bacchus cried. Hold, ye fots, or ye die ; 

And fwore he never found. 

In hb univerfal round. 
Such thirfty fouls as my friend and I. 

Out, fie 1 cries one, what a bead he makes him ! 

He can neither (land nor go. - 
Out, you beaft you, youVe much miftaken, . 

Whene'er knew you a beaft drink fo ? 

nrj5 
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'Tis when we drink the lead, 
That we drink moft like a bead ; 

But when we carouft it fix in hand, 
'Tis then, and only then. 
That we drink the mod like men, 

^'hen we drink till we can neither go nor (land« 



SONG XLII. 

THE man that is drunk is void of all care« 
He needs neither Parthian quiver nor fpear : 
The Moors poifon'd dart he fcorns for to wield ; 
His bottle alone is his weapon and ihicld. 

Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demolifhes windows, and breaks open doors ; 
He revels all night, is afraid of no evil. 
And boldly defies both prodor and devil. 

As late I rode oat, with my fkin full of wine. 
Incumbered neither with care nor with coin, 
J boldly confronted a horrible dun. 
Affrighted, as foon as he faw me, he run. 

No monfter could put you in half fo much fear. 
Should he in Apulias foreft appear ; 
In Africa) defart there never was feen 
A monfter fo hated by gods and by men* 

Come place me, ye deiti^, under the line, 
Where grows not a tree, nor a plant, but the vine ; 
Or hot burning fands I'll fwelter and fweat. 
Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the beat. 

Or 
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Or place me where faDfliine is ne'er to be foQnd» 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound ; 
Even there I would nought but my bottle require^ 
My bottle (hould warm me, and fill me with fire. 

My tutor may Job me, and lay me down rules ; 
Who minds them but dull philofophieal fools ^ 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
'Tis time enough then for to fit down and think* 

^was thus Alexander was tutor*d in vain. 

For he thought Arifiotle an afs for his pain ; 

His forrows he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 

And when he was drunk, then the world was his own. 

This world is a tavern, with liquor well fior'd. 
And into't I came to be drunk as a lord : 
My life is the rcck'ningj, which freely I'll pay ; 
And when I'm dead drunk, then I'll ilagger away. 



SONG XLIV. 

gFROM AURELIUS AUGURELLUS.J 
BY DR. PAR NELL. 

GAY Bacchus, liking Eficoarta wine, 
A noble meal befpoke us ; 
And for the guefis that were to dine, 
Brought Comua, Love, and Jocas. 



The 
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The god near Cupid drew his chair. 

Near Comus Jocas plac'd ; 
Thus wine makes love forget its care. 

And mirth exalts a feaih 

The more to pleafo the fpritely god. 

Each fweet engaging grace 
Pat on {ome cloches to come abroad. 

And took a waiters place. 

Then Cupid namM at every glafs 

A lady of the (ky» 
While Bacchus fwore he'd drink the lafs^ 

And had it bumper high. 

pat Comus tofs^'d his brimmer o>r, 

And always got the moll ; 
Jocus took care to fill him more, 

Whene'er he mifs'd the toafi. 

They caird, and drank at every touch. 

Then fiU'd and drank again ; 
And if the gods can take too much 

'Tis faid, they did fo thM. 

Free jefls run all the table round. 

And with the wine confpire 
(While they by fly refletiUon wound} 

To fet their heads on fire. 

Gay Bacchus little Cupid flung, 

By reck'ning his deceits ; 
And Cupid mock'd his ftamm'ring tongoe. 

With all his fbgg'ring gaits. 

And 
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And Jocus droird on Comus' ways, 
' And tales without a jeft ; 
While Comus call'd his witty plays 
But waggeries at beft. 

Sach talk foon fet them all at odds. 

And had I Homers pen ; 
I'd fing ye, how they drank like gods. 

And how they fought like men. 

To part the fray, the Graces fly. 

Who made them foon agree ; 
And had the Furies felves been nigh. 

They ftill were three to three. 

Bacchus appeasM, rais'd Capid up. 

And gave him back his bow ; 
But kept fome dart to ftir the cup. 

Where fack and fugar flow. 

Jocus took Comas' rofy crown. 

And gayly wore the prize. 
And thrice, in mirth, he pafli'd him down. 

As thrice he drove to rife. 

Then Cupid fought the myrtle grove. 

Where Venus did recline. 
And beauty clofe embracing love. 

They join'd to rail at wine. 

And Comus, loudly curfing wit, 

Roird off to fome retreat. 
Where boon companions gravely fit 

In fat unwieldy llate. 

£ Bacchus 
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Bacchus and Jocus dill behind. 

For one frefh glafs prepare ; 
They kifs, and are exceeding kind, 

And vow to be fincere. 

Bat part in time, whoever hear 

This our inftruflive fong ; 
For though fuch friendfhips may be dear. 

They can't continue long. 



SONG XLV. 
A TRUE AND LAMENTABLE BALLADs 

CALLED 

THE EARLS DEFEAT. 
To the Tttne of Chevy-Chafe. 

BY THE DUKE OF W H A R^ T O N. 

0» both Jides Jlaughter and gigantick deeds. Ml lt o R • 

GOD profper long from being broke 
The Luck* of Eden-Hall, 
A doleful drinking-boat I fing, 
1 here lately did befal. 

To chafe the fpleen with cup and can 

Duke Philip took his way. 
Babes yet unborn fhall never fee 

The like of fach a day. 

* A pint bumper at fir Chriftopfaer Murgravet. 

The 
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Irhe (tout and ever-tbirfty duke 

A vow to God did make. 
His pleafure within Canrberland 

Three live-long nights to take. 

Sir Mofgrave too of M artindale, 

A true and worthy knight, 
EJrcfoon with him a bargain mada> 

In drinking to delights 

The bumpers fwiftly ptifs aboQt^ 

Six in a hand went round; 
And with their calling for more winb> 

They made the hall refoond. 

Now when thefe metry tidings reached 

The earl of Harolds ears* 
And am I (quoth he, with an oiitih) 

Thus flighted by my peers i 

Saddle my fteed, bring forth my boots^» 

I'll be with them right quick'i 
Andy mafter (herifF, come y6o too; 

We'll know this fcurvy trick. 

Lo ! yonder doth earl Harold toiht ; 

(Did one at table fay ;) 
^Tis well, replied the mettled dake» 

How will he get away ^ 

When thus the earl began, great dttke* 

ril know how this did chantie. 

Without inviting m^, ftr e this' 

You did not leanl in F^atnm* ^ 

£ 2 One 
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One of OS twOy for this offencg» 

Under the board fhaii lie ; 
I know thee well, a duke thoa art. 

So (bme years hence fiiail L 

But, tnitt me, Wharton, ptt]f it wcie^ 

So mach good wioe to fpiH* 
As thefe companions here may drinl^ 

Ere they hare had their filL 

Let thoa and I» in hampers full. 

This grand affair decide ; 
Accursed be he, duke Wharton (aid. 

By whom it b denied* 

To Andrews^ and to Hotham hdr. 

Many a pint went roand» 
And many a gallaot gentleman 

Lay fick upon the growKL 



When» at the laft, the duke 

He had the earl feettre ; 
He plied him with a fiill pint gfafir» 

Which laid him on the floor. 

Who nerer fpoke more words than the^ 

After he downward Amk^ 
My worthy &i«uis, revenge my hlU 

Duke Wharton fees me drtmk« 

Then, with a groan, duke Philip took 

The fick man by die joint. 
And (aid, eari Harold, 'dead ofdMe^ 

Woold I had dnuk the pnJU 



Alack 



9i 
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Alack ! my very heart doth blced> 

And doth within me fink, 
For farely a more fober earl 

Did never fwallow drink* 

With that the iheriff, in a rage, 

To fee the earl fo fmit, 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk peer 

Upon renown'd fir Kitf 

Then flepp'd a gallant 'fijuire forth. 

Of vifage thin and pale, 
Lloyd was his name, ;md of Gang*Hall, 

Faft by the river Swalc« 

Who faid he would not have it told. 

Where Eden river ran. 
That unconcerned he fhonld fit by ; 

So, iherifi^, Pm your man* 

Now when thefe tidings reached the rooip, 

Where the duke lay in bed. 
How that the 'fquire fuddenly 

Upon the floor was laid* 

heavy tidings ! (quoth the dukeV 
Cumberland witnefs be, ^ 

1 have not any toper more. 

Of fuch account as he. 

Like tidings to earl Thanet came. 

Within as ihort a fpace. 

How that the under-iheriff' too 

Was fallen from his place. 

E3 Now 



i 
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Now God be with him ((aid tbe earl) 

Sith 'twill no better be» 
I truft I have within my town* 

A% dranlcen knights ai he* 

Of all the number that were there. 
Sir Bains he fcorn'd to yield ; 

Bat with a bumper in his hand. 
He ftagger'd o'er the field. 

Thui did this dire contention end s 

And each man of the flain 
Were quickly carried off to bed. 

Their fenfcs to regain. 

Cod blefs the king, the duchefs fat. 
And keep the land in peace. 

And grant that drunkennefs henceforth 
'Mong noblemen may ceafe. 

And likewife blefs our royal prince, 

The nations other hope. 
And give us grace for to defy 

The Devil and the Pope, 



SONG XLVr. 

COME, come, my hearts of gold, 
Let us be merry and wife. 
It is a proverb of old, 
Sufpicion has double ^yes : 



Whatever 
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Whatever we fay or do. 

Let's not drink to difturb the brain. 
Let's laugh for an hour or two. 

And ne'er be drunk again. 

A cup of old fack is good. 

To drive the cold winter away ; 
*Twill cherifh and comfort the blood 

Mod when a mans fpirits decay : 
But he that drinks too much. 

Of his head he will complain 
Then let's have a gentle touch. 

And ne'er be drunk again. 

Good claret was made for man. 

But man was not made for it; 
Let's be merry as we can. 

So we drink not away our wit ; 
Good fellowfhip is abus'd. 

And wine will infed the braita ; 
But we'll have it better us'd. 

And ne'er be drunk agaift. 

When with go6d fellows we meet, 

A qakrt among three or four, 
'Twill make us Hand on our feet, 

While others lie drunk on the floor. 
Then, draWer, go fill us a quart. 

And let it be claret in grain ; 
'Twill cherifh And comfort the heart. 

But we'll ne'^r be drank again. 

« 

E 4. Here's 
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Heroes a health to our noble king. 

And to the qacen of his hear: ; 
Let's laugh, and merrily (ing. 

And he's a coward that will fUrt; 
Here's a health to oar general. 

And to thofe that were in Spain, 
And to our colonel. 

And we'll ne'er be drunk again. 

Enough's as good as a feail. 

If a roan did but meafure know; 
A drunkard's worfe than a bead. 

For he'll drink till he cannot go. 
If a man could time recall. 

In a tavern that's fpent in vain. 
We'd learn to be fober all. 

And we'd ne'er be drank againt 



SONG XLVIL 

BY MR. GARRICK. 

YE true honed Britons who love your own land, 
Whofe fires were fo brave, fo vidiorious and free. 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand. 

Come join, honeil Britons, in chorus with me. 
Let us fing our own treafures, old Bnglands good cheer. 
The profits and pleafures of flout Britifh beer 
Your wine-tipling, dram-fipping fellows retreat. 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 



The 
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The French with their vineyards are qieagre and pale. 
They drink of the fqaeezings of half-ripen*d fruit» 

But we who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale. 
Are rofy and plump, and have freedom to boot* 

Let us fingy ^c. 

Should the French dare invade us thus armM with our 
poles. 

We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern-jaws ring. 
For your beef-eating, beer-drinking britons are fouls. 

Who will fpend their laft drop for their country and 
king. 
Let us fmg our own treafures, old Englands good cheer. 
The profits and pleafures of ftout Britifli beer 
Your wine-tipling, dram-fipping fellows retreat, 
^ut your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 

SONG XLVHL 
IN PRAISE OF ALE. ;j 

WHEN the chill Sirocco blows. 
And winter tells a heavy tale. 
When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, 
Do fit and curfe the frofls and fnows. 

Then give me ale. 

Ale in a Saxon rumkin then. 
Such as will make Grimalkin prate. 
Bids valour burgeon in tall men. 
Quickens the poets wit and pen, 

Defpifes fate. 

Ale, that the abfent battle fights, 
And forms the march of Swediih drum, 
Difputes with princes, laws and rights, 
"Vj^hat's done and paft tells mortal wighti 

And what's to come, Ale, 
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Ale, that the plowmans heart apkeepSs 
And equals it to tyrants thrones. 
That wipes the eye that over-weeps. 
And lolls in fweet and dainty fleeps. 

The o'er wearied bones* 

Grand child of Ceres, Bacchas' daughter, 
Wines emulons neighbour if but ftale, 
Ennobling all the nymphs of water. 
And filling each mans heart with laaghter. 

Oh ! give me ale. 0« 



SONG XLIX. ' 
THE EX-ALE.TATION OF ALE. 

NOT drunken, nor fober, but neighbour to both, 
I met with a friend in Ale/bury vale ; 
He faw by my face, that I was in good cafe 
To fpeak no great harm of a pot of good ale. 

Then did he me greet, and faid, fince we meet, 
(And he put me in mind of the name of the dale) 

For Alefburys fake fome pains I would take. 
And not bury the praife of a pot of good ale. 

The more to procure me, then he did adjure me 
If the ale I drank lad were nappy and dale. 

To do it its right, and flir up my fprit?, 
And fall to commend a pot of good ale. 



Quoth 
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Quoth T, to commend it I dare x>ot begin. 
Left therein my credit might happen to fail ; 

For many men now do count it a iiny 
But once to look toward a pot of good ale. 

Yet I care not a pin, for I fee no fuch fin. 

Nor any thing elfc my courage to quail : 
For this we do find, that take it in kind. 

Much virtue there is in a pot of good ale. 

And I mean not to tafte, though thereby much grac'd. 
Nor the merry- go-down without pull or hale. 

Perfuming the throat, when the ftomach's afloat. 
With the fragrant fwect fcent of a pot of good ale. 

Nor yet the delight that comes to the fight. 
To fee how it Bowers and mantles in graile. 

As green as a leek, with a fmile in the cheek. 
The true orient colour of a pot of good ale. 

But I mean the mind and the good it doth find ; 

Not only the body fo feeble and frail ; 
For body and foul may blcfs the black bowl. 

Since both are beholden to a pot of good ale. 

For when heavinefs the mind doth opprefs. 

And forrow and grief the heart do afiail. 
No remedy quicker than to take ofi^ your liqaor. 

And to wafh away cares with a pot of good ale. 

The widow that buried her hufb.ind of late. 
Will foon have forgotten to weep and to wail. 

And think every day twain, till (he marry again, ' 
If fhe read the contents of a pot of good ale. 

It 
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It 19 like the bellv-blaft to a cold heart. 
And warms and engenders the fpirits Titale, 

To keep them from damage all fp'rita owe their 
To the fprite of the battery, a pot of good ale* 

And down the legs to the virtue doth go^ 

And to a bad footman is as good as a (ail ; 
When it fills the Teins, and makes light the braias : 

No lacky (b nimble as a pot of good ale. 

The naked complains not for want of a coot. 
Nor on the cold weather will once torn his tail ; 

All the way as he goes, he cuts the wind with kis moQt^ 
If he be bat well wrapped in a pot of good ale. 

The hungry man takes no thought for his oKat, 
Though bis ftomach would brook a ten-pemny sail ; 

He quite forgets hunger, thinks on it no longer. 
If he touch but the fparks of a pot of good ale. 

The poor man will praife it, fo hath he good canie. 
That all the year eats neither partridge nor quail. 

But ^rts up his reft, and makes up his feaft. 

With a cruft of brown bread, and a pot of good ale. 

The ihepherd, the fower, the threfher, the mower. 
The one with his fcythe, the other wich his flail. 

Take then out by the poll, on the peril of my foul. 
All will hold up their hands to a pot of good ale. 

The blackfmith whole bellows all fummer do blow, 
Wich the £re in his face ftill without e'er a reil. 

Though hif throat be foil dry he will tell you no lie 
Bat where yoo may be fore of a pot of good ale. 

Whoerer 
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Whoever denies it, the prisoners will praife it. 
That beg at the grate and, lie in the jail. 

For even in their fetters, they think themfclves better. 
May they get but a twopenny black pot of good ale. 

The beggar whofe portion is always his prayers. 

Not having a tatter to hang on his tail. 
Is as rich in his rags as the churl in his bags. 

If he once but fhakes hands witli a tankard of ale* 

It drives his poverty clean out of mind. 

Forgetting his brown bread, his wallet and mail. 

He walks in the houfe like a (ix-footed loufe. 
If he once be enrich'd with a pot of good ale. 

And he that doth dig in the ditches all day. 
And wearies himfelf quite at the plough-tail. 

Will fpeak no lefs things than of queens and of kingtf 
If he touch but the top of a pot of good ale. 

'Tis like a whetftone to a blunt wit. 
And makes a fupply where nature doth fail ; 

The dulleft wit foon will look quitt; through the moon. 
If his temples be wet with a pot of good ale. 

Then Dick to his dearling full boldly dares fpeak. 
Though before (fiily fellow) his courage did quail. 

He gives her the fmouch, with his hand on his pouch. 
If he meet by the way with a pot of good ale. 

And it makes the carter a courtier ftraitway. 
With rhetorical terms he will tell his tale. 

With courtefies great ftore, and his cap up before. 
Being fchool'd but a little with a pot of good ale. 

The 
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The old man whofe tongue wags fader chao hu teeth, 
(For old age by nature doth drivel and drale) 

Will frig and will fling like a dog in a firing. 
If he warm his cold blood with a pot of good ale* 

And the good old clerk whofe fight waxeth dark. 
And ever he thinks the print is too fmall. 

He will fee every letter, and fay fcrvice better. 
If he glaze but his eyes with a pot of good ale. 

The cheeks and the jaws to commend it have caafe ; 

For where they were late but even wan and pale, 
They will get them a colour, no crimfon is faller. 

By the true dye and tin^ure of a pot of good ale. 

Mark her enemies, though they think themfelves v/ifcp 
How meagre they look, with how low a wale. 

How their cheeks do fall« without fpirits at all. 
That alien their minds from a pot of good ale. 

And now that the grains do work in my brains, 

Methinks I were able to give by retail. 
Commodities flore, a dozen and more. 

That flow to mankind from a pot of good ale* 

The Mufes would mufe any fhould it mifufe : 
For it makes them to fing like a nightingale. 

With a lofty trim note, having wafhed their throat. 
With the Caballine fpring of a pot of good ale. 

And the mufician of any condition. 
It will make him reach to the top of his fcale; 

It will clear his pipes, and moiflen his lights, 
If he drink ahernatim a pot of good ale. 

The 
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The poet divine that cannot reach wine, 

Becaufe that his money doth many times fail. 

Will hit on the vein to make a good llrain. 
If he be bat infpir'd with a pot of good ale. 

For ballads Elderton never had beer. 

How went his wit in them, with how merry a gale ; 
And with all the fails up, had he been at the cup. 

And wafhed his beard with a pot of good ale. 

And the power of it fhows, no whit lefs in profe. 
It will fill ones phrafe, and fet forth his tale : 

Fill him bat a bowl, it will make his tongue troul. 
For flowing fpeech flows from a pot of good ale. 

And mafter philofopher, if he drink his part. 
Will not trifle his time in the huflc or the (hale. 

But go to the kernel by the depth of his art. 
To be found in the bottom of a pot of good ale. 

Give a fcholar of Oxford a pot of futeen. 

And put him to prove that an ape hath no tail> 

And fixteen times better his wit will be feen. 
If yott fetch him from Botley a pot of good ale. 

Thus it helps fpeech and wit, and it hurts not a whity 
Bat rather doth farther the virtues morale. 

Then think it not much if a little I touch. 
The good moral parts of a pot of good ale. 

To the church and religion it is a good friend. 
Or elfe oar forefathers their wifdom did fail. 

That at every mile, next to the church ftile. 
Set a confecrate houfe to a pot of good ale. 

c BuC 
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Bat now, aa they ikj, beer bears It away ; 

The more is the pity, if right might prorail ; 
For with this fame beer, came up hcrefy here. 

The old catholic drink is a pot of good ale« 

The charches much owe, as we all do know. 
For when they be drooping and ready to fall* 

By a Whitfun or Church-ale np again they ihall go. 
And owe their repairing to a pot of good ale. 

Trnth will do it right, it brings truth to light. 

And many bad matters it helps to reveal ; 
For they that will drink, will fpeak what they think : 

Tom Tell-troth lies hid in a pot of good ale. 

It is Ju&ices friend, fhe will it commend. 
For all is here ferved by meafure and tale 9 

Now trne-tale» and good meafure are Jaftices treafnrd; 
Aod much to the praife of a pot of good ale* 

And next I alledge it is Fortitudes edge. 

For a very cow- herd, that (brinks like a fnail. 

Will fwear and will fwagger, and out goes his dagger. 
If he be but arm*d with a pot of good ale. 

Yea ale hath her knights and fq a ires of degree. 
That never wore corflct, nor yet fliirt of mail. 

But have fought their fights all, 'twixt the pot and the wa1l» 
"When once they were dubb'd with a pot of good ale. 

And fure it will make a man fuddenly wife. 
Ere- while was fcarce able to tell a right tale: 

It will open his jaw, he will tell you the law. 
As made a right bencher of a pot of good ale. 

Or 
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Or he that will make a bargain to gain. 
In baying or fetting his goods forth to fale. 

Mud not plod in the mire, bat fit by the tie. 
And feal ap his match with a pot of good ale* 

Bat for fobernefs needs moft I confefs. 

The matter goes hard ; and few do prevail 
Not to go too deep, but temper to keep, 

Sach is the attradive of a pot of good ale. 

Bot here's an amends, which will make all friendly 

And ever doth tend to the beH avail ; 
If yoo take it too deep it will make yoa bot deep ; 

So comes no great harm of a pot of good ale. 

If, reeling, they happen to fall to the groond> 
The fall is not great, they may hold by the rail : 

If into the water, they cannot be drown'd. 
For that gift is given to a pot of good ale. 

If drinking aboat they chance to fall oot. 
Fear not that alarm, though fleih be bat frail. 

It will prove that fome blows, or at moi a bloody nofe» 
And friends again firait with a pot of good ale. 

And phyfic will favoar ale as it is boand, " 

And be againft beer both tooth and nail ; 
They fend ap and down, all over the town, ' 

To get for their patients a pot of good ale. 

Their ale -berries, candles, and polTets each one. 

And fyllabubs made at the milking pail. 
Although they be many, beer comes not in any, 
Bat all are compofed with a pot of good ale* 
Vol. U. F And 
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And in very deed the hop's but a weed. 
Brought o'er againft law, and here fet to fale: 

Woald the law were renew'd, and no more beer brewM, 
Buty all men betake them to a pot of good ale. 

The law that will take it ander his wing^ 
For, at every kw-day, or moot of the hale. 

One 18 fworn to ferve oar fovereign lord tht king. 
In the ancient office of Conner of ale. 

There's never a lord of a manor or of a town. 

By (Irand or by land, by hill or by dale. 
Bat thinks it a franchife, and a flow'r of the crown. 

To hold the affize of a pot of good ale. 

And though there lie writs from the courts paramoant. 
To ftay the proceedings of the courts paravaile ; 

Law favours it fo, you may come, you may go. 
There lies no prohibition to a pot of good ale. 

They talk much of date, both early and late. 

But if Gafcoigne and Spain their wine fhoold but fail. 

No remedy then with us Englifhmen, 
But the ftate it muft Hand by a pot of good ale» 

But they that fit by it, are good men and quiet. 
No dangerous plotters in the common- weal. 

Of treafon and murder ; for they never go further 
Than to call for, and pay for a pot of good ale. 

To the praife of Gambrivius, that good Britifh king. 
That devis'd for the nation (by the Welihmens tale) 

Seventeen hundred years before Chrift did fpring, 
The happy invention of a pot of good ale. 

They 
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^he North they will praife it, and praife it with paffion^ 

Where every river gives name to a dale : 
*rhere men are yet living that are of th'old fafhion. 

No nedlar they know but a pot of good ale. 

The Pi6ls and the Scots for ale were at lots^ 
So high was the fkill» and fo kept under (eal : 

The Pi6ls wece undone* flain each mothers ron. 
For not teaching the Scots to make hether ale. 

But hither and thither, it (kills not much whether: 
For drink muft be had, inen live not by kail. 

Nor by haver, banocks, nor by haver-janocks. 
The thing the Scots live on is a pot of good ale. 

Now» if ye will fay it, I will not denay it. 

That many a man it brings to his bale : 
Yet what fairer end can one wi(h to his friend. 

Than to die by the part of a pot of good ale. 

Yet let not the innocent bear any blame, 

It is their own doings to break o'er the pale : 

And neither the malt, nor the good wife in fault. 
If any be potted with a pot of good ale. 

They tell whom it kills, but fay not a word. 
How many a xhan liveth both found and hale. 

Though he drink no beer any day in the year. 
By the radical humour of a pot of good ale. 

But to fpeak of killing them am I not willing ; 

For that in a manner were but to rail ; 
.But beer hath its name, 'caufe it brings to the bier. 

Therefor well fare fay I to a pot of go d ale. 

Yz To© 
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Too many (I wb) with their deaths proTe this. 
And therefor (if ancient records do not fail) 

He that fird brew'd the hop was rewarded with a tope. 
And found his beer far more bitter than ale. 

O ale ai alendo^ the Hqaor of life ! 

That I had but a mouth as big as a whale ! 
For mine is but little to touch the lead tittle 

That belongs to the praife of a pot of good ale. 

Thus (I trow) fome virtues I have mark'd 70a out. 

And never a vice in all this long trails 
But that after the pot there cometh a fhoty 

And that^s th'only blot of a pot of good ale. 

With that my friend faid, that blot will I bear. 
Yon have done very well, it is time to ftrike fail. 

We'll have fix pots more, though I die on the fcore. 
To make all this good of a pot of good ale. 0* 



SONG LI. 
ON ALE.« 

WHILST fome in epic ((rains delight, 
Whilft others paflorals invite. 
As taile or whim prevail, 
Affift me, all ye tuneful nine ! 
Support me in the great defign. 
To £ng of nappy ale. 

* This billad is printed as mr, Oayi, in fome editioni of hit worktb 

4 Some 
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Some folks of cyder make a root. 
And cyder's well enoagh no doubt. 

When better liquors fail ; 
Bat wine, that's richer, better ftill. 
E'en wine itfelf (deny't who will) 

Maft yield to nappy ale. 

Ram, brandy, gin with choiced fmack. 
From Holland brought, Batavia Vack* 

All thele will nought avail ; 
To chear a truly Britiih heart. 
And lively fpirits to impart. 

Like humming nappy ale^ 

Oh 1 whether thee I clofely hug 
In honeft can, or nut-brown jug. 

Or in the tankard hail ; 
In barrel or in bottle pent, 
I give the gen'rous fpirit vent. 

Still may J fead on ale« 

But chief when to the chearful glafs. 
From veiTel pure thy ftreamlets pafs. 

Then mod thy charms prevail ; 
Then, then 1*11 bett, and take the odds. 
That ne£tar, drink of heathen gods. 

Was poor compared to ale. 
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Give me a bamper, fill it op : 
See how it fparkles in the cop ; 

Oh I how (hall I regale ! 
Can any tafie this drink dinne. 
And then compare rum* brandjTy winc^ 

Or aaght with nappy ale ? 



Infpir'd by thee the warrior fights. 
The lover wpos, the poet writes. 

And pens the pleafing tale ; 
And ftill in Britains ifle confeft. 
Nought animates the patriots breaft 

Likegen'rous nappy ale^ 

High charch and low oft raife a ftrife. 
And oft endanger limb and life. 

Each fladious to prevail ; 
Yet Whig and Tory, oppofite 
In all things elfe do both anite 

In praife of nappy ale, 

Infpir'd by thee, (hall Crifpin fing. 
Or talk of freedom, church, and king. 

And balance Europes fcale ; 
While his rich landlord lays oat fchemes 
Of wealth in goldtn South-fea dreams, 

Th'efFefls of pappy ale. 
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bleft potation ! fiill by thcc. 
And thy companion, liberty. 

Do health and mirth prevail ; 
Then let as crown the can, the glafi. 
And fportive bid the minutes pafs 

In quaffing nappy ale* 

Ev'n while thefe ftanzas I indite, 
. The bar-bells grateful founds invite 

Where jpy can never fail. 
Adieu, my mufe, adieu ! I haHe 
To gratify my longing tafte 
With copious draughts of ale« 

SONG LII. • 

BACKE and fide go bare, go bare, 
Booth foote and hande go colde : 

But bellye, God fende thee good aJe ynoughe^ 
Whether it b^ newe or olde. 

I Cannot eate but lytle meate, 
Myftomacke is not good ; . 

Bat fare I thinke that I can drynke 

With him that weares a hood. 
Thoughe I go bare take ye no care, 
I am nothinge a colde ; * 

1 finff my (kyn fo full within. 

Of ioly good ale and olde, 

I 

* From ** A ryght pithy, pleaCiunt and merie eomedie t Intytoled 
Camincr Ovrtoni Nedle,** London. 15^5. — i^Thii very bamorout 
ancient drama is prefervedy amongft divert fimilar cuno6tict, in the excel- 
|ci|t c^llc^on of old plajs iatd j publiflied by mr. Dodfley. 

BackQ 
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Backe and fyde go bare, go bare. 
Booth foote and hand go colde : 

Bar, belly, God fend tbee good ale inoogh^ 
Whether it be new or olde. 



I lone no rod, bat a nnt-browne tofte» 

And a crab * laid in the fyre ; 
A little breade fhall do me (lead. 

Much breade I not defy re. 
No'froft nor fnow, nor winde I trowe^ 

Can hurte mee if I wolde, 
I am (6 wrapt, and throwly laptj 

Of ioly good ale and olde. 
Backe and fyde go bare, &c. 

And Tyb my wyfe, that as her lyfe, 

Loaeth well good ale to feeke. 
Full oft drynkes ihee, tyll ye may fee 

The teares run downe her cheeke : 
* Then doth fhe trowle to mee the bowle, 

Euen as a mault-worme fhu!d ; 
And fayth, fweete hart, I tooke my part 

Of this ioly good ale and olde. 
Backe and fyde go bare. Sec, 

Now let them drynke tyll they nod and winke» 

Even as good felowes fhoulde doe : 
They (hall not myfTe to have the biifle. 

Good ale doth bringc men to. 

* Crab-ipple* 

An4 
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And all poore foules that have fcowred boales 

Or have them lullely trolde, 
God faae the lyoes of them and their wyues. 

Whether they be yonge or olde, 
Backe and fyde go bare, Sec, 

SONG nil. 

THE BROWN JUG. 

XMITATID FKOM THK LATIN OF HISKOVYMVI AMALTHIUl* 

BY THE REV. MR. FAWKES. 

DEAR Tom, this brown jug, that now foams with 
mild ale, 
(In which I will drink to fweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirfty old foul 
As.e^er drank a bottle, or fathom*d a bowl ; 
In booting about 'twas his praife to excell. 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 

It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his eafe. 
In his flower- woven arbour, as gay as you pleaie^ 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrows away. 
And with honeft old ftingo was foaking his clay. 
His breath-doort of life on a fudden were fhut. 
And he died full as big as a Dorchefler butt. 

His body when long in the ground it had lain^ 

And time into clay had refolv'd it again 9 

A potter found out in its covert fo fnug. 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jags 

Now facred to friendQiip, and mirth, and mild ale, 

80 here's to my lovely fvveet Nan of the vale* 

SONG 
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SONG LIV. 
THE MAD LOVER. 

BY ALEXANDER BROME. 

I Have been in love, aod in debt, and in drink. 
This many and many a year ; 
And tbofe three are plagues enoogh, one woold think^ 

For one poor mortal to bear. 
rTwat drink made me fall into love. 
And love made me mn into debt ; 
And though I have ftraggled, and ftraggled, and ftrove, 
I cannot get oat of them yet.. 

Thereat nothing bnt money can core me. 
And rid me of all my pain, 
'Twill pay all my debts. 
And remove all my lets ; 
And my miftrefs that cannot endare me. 

Will love me, and love me again : 
Then Til fall to loving and drinking again. 

SONG LV. 

UPBRAID me not, capricioas fair. 
With drinking to excefs ; 
I ihoold not want to drown defpair. 
Were yonr indifference lefs. 

Love me, my dear» and yon (hall find. 

When this excufe is gone ; 
That all my blifs, when Chloe's kind^ 

Is fixM on her alone. 
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The god of wine the victory 

To beauty yields with joy $ 
For Bacchus only drinks like me. 

When Ariadne's coy. 

SONG LVI. 

BY MR. WILLIAM WOTY. 

MY temples with cluders of grapes I'll entwine. 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine. 
In fearch of a Venus no longer Til ran. 
But ftop and forget her at Bacchases tun. 

Yet why this refolve to relinquifli the fair? 
'Tis a folly with fpirits like mine to defpair, 
And pray what mighty joys can be found in a glafff. 
If not fill'd to the health of a favourite lafs, 

'Tig woman, whofe joys every rapture impart. 
And lend a new fpring to the pulfe of the hearty 
The mifcr himfelf (fo fupreme is her fway) 
Grows a convert to love, and refigns her his key. 

At the found of her voice Sorrow lifts up her head. 
And poverty lifienswell pleas'd from her ihed; 
Whilft Age in half ccftacy hobbling along. 
Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her fong. 

Then fill pie a goblet from Bacchuses hoard. 
The largcft, the deepeft that (lands on the board; 
ril fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 
^Tis the thirft of a lover, then pledge me who dare. 

SONG 
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SONG LVII. 
THE UNION. 

BY THE SAME, 

WITH women and wine I defy every care, 
For life without thefe is a bubble of air | 
Fach helping the other, in pleafare I roll. 
And a new flow of fpirits enlivens my (ovA, 

Let grave fober mortals my maxims condemui 

I never fhall alter my condudl for them ; 

I care not how much they my meafures decline. 

Let them have their own hamour— and I will have mlnCi 

Wine, prudently us'd, will our fenfes improve ; 

*Tis the fpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love ; 

And Venus ne'er look'd with a fmile fo divine. 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine. 

Then come, my dear charmer! thou nymph half divine! 
Firft pledge me with kiifes— next pledge roe with wine : 
Then giving, and taking, in mutual return. 
The torch of our loves fhall eternally burn. 

But fhould*fl thou my pafiion for wine difapprove. 
My bumper I'll quit to be blefs'd with thy love $ 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs. 
My bottle Til break, and demolifh my glafs, 

60NG 
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SONG LVIII. 
BV WILLIAM SHENSTONE ES(t. 

ADIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine} 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Difcern him Aruggling in the bowl. 

Not yet is hope (b wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought fo lediouj grown, 
But limpid flream and fhady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me. 

And fee, throogh yonder lilent grove. 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
Wii pride her foot-llepa I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The fole confafion t admire, 
Is that my Daphnes eyes infpire : 
~ I fcorn thcjiudneft yon approve. 
And value Reafon next to Love. 
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SONG I. 



MY mind to me a kingdom is i 
Such perfefl joy therein I find, 
Ai furexceedi all earthly blifi. 

That God or Nature haih aflign'd : 
Though moch I want that moft would havf, 
Yet ftill mjr mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is nty llayj 
I leek no more than may fuflice: 

I prefs to bear no haughty fway ; 

Look what I lack my mind fupplici. 

XiO I thai I triumph like a king. 

Content with that my mind doth biing* 

Vol. II. G 
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I fee how pleatj faifots oft. 

And kaiy cliflubcn ibonei £dl : 
I fee that fach as fit aloft 

Miihap doth thieatea noft of alls 
TKefe get with toil, and keep widi fe« : 
Sach cares my miad ooald sever be». 



No priocelr pomp, ncr wealthj floic. 

No force to win a TiQorjr, 
No wily wit to falve a (ore. 

No (bape to win a lovers ejre ; 
To none of thefe I yield as thrall. 
For why my mind deipifeth alL 

Some have too much, yet ftill they crare, 

I little have yet fcek no more : 
They are bot poor, though moch they have ; 

And 1 am rich with little (lore: 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give; 
They lack, I lend ; they pine, I live. 

I laugh not at anothers lofs, 

I gmdge not at anothers gaun ; 
No worldly wave my mind can tofs, 

I brook that U anothers bane : 
I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ; 
I loath not life, nor dread mine end. 
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My wealth is health, and perfed eafe ; 

My confcience clear my chief defence : 
I never feek by bribes to pleafe. 

Nor by defert to give offence 2 
Thas do I live, thus will I die ; 
Woald all did fo as well as I. 



I joy not in no earthly blifs ; 

I weigh not Crefas' wealth a ilraw ; 
For care, I care not what it is ; 

I fear not Fortnnes fatal law : 
My mind is fuch as may not move 
For beauty bright or force of love. 

I wiHi bat what I have at will ; 

I wander not to feek for more ; 
I like the plain, I climb no hill ; 

In greateft dorms I fit on fbore^ 
And laugh at them th^t toil in vaia 
To get what mud be lod again. 

I kifs not where J wiih to kill ; 

I feign not love where mod I hate ; 
I break no ileep to win my will ; 

I wait not at the mightys .gate ; 
rfcorn no poor, I fear no rich ; 
I feel no want nor. have too much. 
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The court, ne cart, I like ne loath ; 

Extremes are counted worft of all ; 
The golden mean betwixt them both. 

Doth fureft (it, and feari no fall ; 
This is my choice, for why I find 
No wealth is like a quiet mind. O. 



SONG IL 

BY THE COUNTESS OF WINCHELSEA. 

WOULD we attain the happieft fiate. 
That is defignM ns here. 
No joy a rapture muft create. 
No grief beget defpair. 

No injury fierce anger raife. 

No honour tempt to pride ; 
No vain defires of empty praife 

Mud in the foul abide. 

No charms of youth, or beauty move 

The conflant fettled breaft : 
Who leaves a paifage free to love. 

Shall let in all the reft. 

In fuch a heart foft peace will live. 

Where none of thefe abound ; 
The greatell blefling Heaven does give, 

Or can on earth be found. 

SONG 




MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 



SONG m. 

BY MR. W. BEDINGFIELD. 

TO hog yoorfelf in ^Tfe&, eafe. 
What would you wifh for more than thefe ? 
A healthy, clean, paternal feat. 
Well (haded from the fummert heat* 

A little parloar ftove to hold 
A conftant fire from winters cold. 
Where you may fit, and think, and fing. 
Far off from court, God blefs the King i 

Safe from the harpies of the law. 
From party-rage, and great mans paw ; 
Have choice few friends of your own tafle | 
A wife agreeable and chafle. 

An open, but yet cautious mind. 
Where guilty cares no entrance find ; 
Nor mifen fears, nor envys fpite. 
To break the fabbath of the night. 

Plain equipage, and temperate meals. 
Few taylors, and no dodlors bills ; 
Content to take, as Heaven (hall plea(e» 
A longer or a (horter leafe. 
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SONG IV, 



BY MRS. PILKINGTON'. 



I Envy not the proud their wealth. 
Their equipage and i2'ate;> 
Give me but innocence and health 
I afk not to be great. 



I in this fweet retirement find 

A joy unknown to kings. 
For fcepters to a virtuous mind» 

Seem vain and empty things. 

Great Cincinnatus at his plough. 

With brighter luftre fhone. 
Than guilty Caefar e'er could ihcw. 

Though feated on a throne. 

Tumultuous days, and reftlefs nightff, 

Ambition ever knows, 
A flranger to the calm delights 

Of iludy and repofe* 

Then free from envy, care, and ftrifc. 
Keep me, ye powers divine ; 

And pleas'd, when ye demand my lift. 
May I that life refign. 



SONG 
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SONG V. 
THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY UFE. 

BY SIR HENRY WOTTON, 

HOW happy it he born and taught. 
That ferveth not anothers will ; 
Whofe armour is his honeft thought. 
And firople truth his utmoii ikiii. 

Whofe paflions not his mailers are, 

Whofe foul is dill preparM for death ; 
Untied unto the world by care 

Of pnblick fame, or private breath. 

Who envies none that chance doth raife. 

Nor vice hath ever underftood ; 
How deepeil wounds are given by praifey 

Nor rules of Hate, but rules of good* 

Who hath his life from rumours freed, 

Whofe confcience is his flrong retreat : 
Whofe ftate can neither flatterers feed, 

Nor ruin make oppreffors great. 

Who God doth late and early pray. 

More of his grace than gifts to lend : 
And entertains the harmlefs day 

With a religious book or friend. 

G4 This 
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This man is fireed from ienrile hands. 

Of hope to rife, or fear to fall : 
Lord of himfelfy thoogh not of lands. 

And having nothing, jet hath all. 



SONG VL 

BY HILDEBRAND JACOB ESQ;. 

I Envy not the mighty great, 
Thofe powerful rulers of the fiate. 
Who fettle nations as they pleafe. 
And govern at th' expence of eafe. 

Far happier the (hepherds fwain. 
Who daily drudges on the plain. 
And nightly in fome humble fixed 
On rufliy pillows lays his head. 

No cnrs*d ambition breaks his rttt. 
No faAious wars divide hb breaft : 
His flock, his pipe, and artlefs hitt 
Are all his hope, and all his care. 

SONG vir. 

WHAT man in his wits, had not rather be poor. 
Than for lucre his freedom to give ? 
Ever bufy the means of his life to fecure. 
And fo ever negleding to live ? 
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Inviron'd from morning to night in a crond. 

Not a moment unbent, or alone : 
Conftrain'd to be abjed, thoagh never lb proody 

And at every ones call but bis own : 

Su\] repining and longing for quiet each hoar. 

Yet iludioufly flying it Hill ; 
With the means of enjoying his wi(h in his pow'r. 

Bat accurft with his wanting the will. 

For a year mud be pad, or a day muil be come. 

Before he has leifare to reil : 
He muft add to his ftore this, or that, pretty fnm ; 

And then will have time to be bleft. 

r^at his gains, more bewitching the more they increafe. 

Only fwell the defire of his eye: 
8och a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleafe ; 

Let not even mine enemy die. 

SONG vm. 

NO glory I covet, no riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me ; 
The one thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant. 
Is a mind independent and free. 

With paffions unruffled, untainted with pride. 

By reafon my life let me fquare ; 
The wants of my nature are cheaply fupplied, 

A^d the reft are but folly and care. 

The 



I 



^ MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 

The bleffings wbich Providence freely has leat» 

ril jaflly and gratefully prize; 
Whilft fweet meditation, and chearfal content. 

Shall make me both healthful and wife. 

In the pleafures the great mans pofleffions difplay, 

Unenvied I'll challenge my part ; 
For every fair objedk my eyes can furvey. 

Contributes to gladden my heart. 

How vainly, through infinite trouble and flrife. 

The many their labours employ ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in life 

Is what all, if they pleafe, may enjoy. 

SONG IX. 

SOME hoift up Fortune to the fkies, 
Others debafe her to a bubble ; 
I nor her frowns nor favours prize. 

Nor think the changeling worth niy trouble* 

If at my door (he chance to light, 

I civilly my gueft receive ; 
The vifit paid, I bid good night ; 

Nor murmur when ihe takes her leave*. 

Though profperous gales my canvas croud. 
Though fmooth the waves, ferene the iky, 

I truft not calms ; they ftorms forebode. 
And fpeak th' approaching tempeft nigh* 
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Then, Virtue, to the helm repair^ 

Thou, Innocence, (halt guide the oar ; 
Now rage, ye winds ! (lorBM, rend the air! 

My barky thus manned, (hall gain the (hore* 



S O N G X. 

BY JAMES SHIRLEY.* 

THE glories of our birth and (late, 
Are fhadows, not fubftantial things ; 
There is no armour againft fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands on kings : 
Scepter and crown 
Mud tumble down. 
And in the duft be equal made 
With the poor crooked fcythe and fpade, 

• 

Some men with fwords may reap the field. 
And plant fre(h laurels where they kill 
But their flrong nerves at lafl mud yield. 
They tame but one another dill. 
Early or late 
They ftoop to fate, 
And mull give up their murm'ring breath. 
When the pale captive creeps to death. 

* Thefe fine moril ftanzat were origioally intended for t folemii Ai« 
•eral foog in ** The Contention of Ajax and UlyflTef •** It ii faid to 
have been a favourite fong with King Charles II. PERCY. I. 270* 
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The Umtd witbers ca yomr brw, 

Thtm botft oo more yosr nijkt/ ^eedst 
Upon Dcatks purple altar aov 
Set where tlie ridor wiOum Meeds ; 
All beads nsft coec 
To cbe cold toflib : 
Ofilx tbe adions of tbe j«t 
SacU fwcet, acd bloflbot in tbe d«iL 



SONG XL 

BY DR. DALTOK. • 

NOR on beds of fading flowertp 
Shedding (boo tbeir gawdjr pride 
Nor with fwains in Sjrren bowers 
Will true pleafure long reiide. 

Ob aweful Virtuei bill fablime» 
Enthroned fiti th* immortal fair; 

Who wins her height mud patient climbt 
The fteps are periU toil, and care* 

So from the firft did Jove ordain, 
Eccrnal blifs for traniient pain. 



* In rht Ma^(^uc of Comuf»— It recmi to be imitated from a paflagc 
in (ha f7tb bovk. of TalTuf JcrufaJcm. 
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SONG xn. 

FROM METASTASIO.* 

BY MR. HOOLE. 
HAT frenzy mufl his foul po/Tefs. 



Whofe hopes on evil deeds depend ! 
For thoogh the wicked meet faccefs. 
Yet peace can ne^er their Heps attend. 

For tf^n in lifes fereneft ftate. 

Shall Vice receive her fecret iUng ; 
As l^oe, though deprefsM by fate, 

Herlelf her own reward (hall bring. 

SONG xnL 

BY THB REV. THOMAS WARTON. 

^ I HD tinkling brooks, to twilight (hades, 
X To defer t profpeds rough and rude. 

With yonthfal raptore Brft I ran, 
Enamoor'd of fweet folitode. 

On betnty next I wondering gaz'd. 
Too foon my fnpple heart was caaght : 

An eye, a breaft, a lip, a (hape. 
Was all I Ulk'd of, all I thought. 

Next, by the fmiling Mofes led. 

On Pindas laurel'd top I dream. 
Talk with old bards, and liftening hear 

The warbles of th' inchantbg ftroun. 

* In the open of H7p6p!le. 
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Then Harmony and PHlare came 
Twin-nymphs my fenfe to entertain. 

By turns my eye, my ear was caught. 

With Raphaels flrokes and Handels ilraln. 

At laft, fuch various pleafures prov'd. 
All cloying, vain, unmanly found. 

Sweet for a time as morning dew. 
Yet parents of fome painful wound. 

Humbly I afk*d great Wifdoms aid. 
To true delight to lead my feet; 

When thus the goddefs whifpering faid, 
** Virtue alone h blifs complete/* 



SONG XIV. 

BY MR. GARRIC K. • 

COME, come, my good (hepherds, oor flocks we muft^ 
(hear ; 
In your holiday fuits, with your lafTes appear : 
The happiefl of folk are the guiltlefs and free. 
And who are fo guiltlefs, fo happy as we ? 

We harbour no pafllons, by luxury taught, 

We pradlife no arts, with hypocrify frawght ; 

What we think in our 'hearts, you n^ay read in pur^yes.; 

For knowing no&l£bhoQd, we need no difgniie. 

* Sung bj t (hcpherdcfs, at the Sheep- ihearing in Florizcl and Pcrdlta. 
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By mode and caprice are the city dames led» 

But we, as the children of nature are bred ; 

By her hand alone, we are painted> and dreft'd ; 

For the rofes will bloom, when there's peace in ^he breaK. 

That giant Ambition we never can dreid» 
Onr roofs are too low for fo lofty a head ; 
Content and fweet Chearfulnefs open our door» 
They fmile with the iimple, and feed with the poor. 

When love has poflefs'd us, that love we reveal ; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paflions we feel : 
Sq harmlefs and fimple we fport, and we play. 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 



SONG XV. 
A COUNTRY LIFE. 

BV MRS. KATHERINE PHILIPS. 

** Tnt CELEBRATED OrINDA,'* 

HOW facred and how innocent 
A country life appears. 
How free from tumult, difcontent. 
From flattery or fears ! 

This was the flrft and happieft lifci' 

When man enjoyed himfelf ; 
Till pride exchanged peace for ftrife, ^ 

And happinefs for pelf. 



Tiyas 
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nVfts here the poets were infpir'dy 

Here taaght the maltitade ; 
The brare they here with honour Br'dp 

And driliz'd the rode. 

That golden age did entertain 

No paflion bat of love ; 
The tbooghtt of mliog and of gain 

Did ne'er their fancies more. 

None then did enry neighbonrs wealth. 

Nor plot to wrong hu bed : 
Happy in fiiendihip and in healthy 

On roots, not beafli» they fed. 

They knew no law nor phyfic then. 

Nature was all their wit: 
And if there yet remain to men 

Content, fure this is it. 

What bleflings doth this world afford 

To tempt or bribe defire ? 
Her courtQiip is all Ere and fword» 

Who would not then retire ? 

Then welcome, deareft folitude. 

My great felicity ; 
Though f(vne are pleas'd to call thee rode. 

Thou art not fo, but we. 

Them that do covet only reft, 

A cottage will fuffice : 
It is not brave to be pofleft 

Of earth, but to defpife* 

5 Opinion 
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Opinion is the rate of things^ 

Prom hence oar peace doth flow ; 
1 have a better fate than kings, 

Becaafe I think it fo. 

When all the ftormy world doth roar 

How anconcem'd am I ? 
I cannot fear to tumble lower 

Who never could be high. 

Secare in thefe onenvied walls 

I think not on the ftate. 
And pity no mans cafe that falls 

From his ambitions height. 

Silence and innocence are fafe ; 

A heart that's only true 
At all thefe little arts can laugh 

That do the world fubdue. 

While others revel it in date. 

Here Fll contented fit. 
And think I have as good a fate 

As wealth and pomp admit. 

Let fome in conrtihip take delight^ 

And to th' Exchange refort; 
Then revel out a winters night. 

Not making love but (port. 

Thefe never knew a noble flame, 

'Tis Inft, fcorn, or defign : 
While vanity plays all their game. 

Let peac9 and honour mine« 

Vol. H. H When 
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When the inyiting fprlog appears. 

To Hyde-park let them go. 
And, hatting theooe, be full of fears 

To lofe Spring garden (how. 

Let others, nobler, feek to gain 

In knowlege happy fate. 
And others bufy them in vain 

To ftudy ways of ftatc. 

But I, refolved from within. 

Confirmed from without. 
In privacy intend to fpin 

My future roinotes out. 

And from this hermitage of mine 

I banifh all wild toys. 
And nothing that is not divine 

Shall dare to tempt my joys. 

There are below but two things good, 

Friendfliip and honefty. 
And only thofe of all I would 

Afk for felicity. 

In this retir*d and humble feat. 

Free from both war and ftrife, 
I am not forcM to make retreat. 

But ehnfe to fpend my life. 



SONG 
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SONG XVL 
A MORAL THOUGHT. 

BY DR. HAWKESWORTH. 

THROUGH groves fequcfter'd, dark, and dill. 
Low vales, and mofry cells among, 
lo filent paths the carelefs rill. 
Which languid murmurs, deals along. 

Awhile it plays with circling fweep. 

And lingering leaves its native plain. 
Then pours impetuous down the deep. 

And mingles with the boundlefs main. 

O let my years thus devious glide. 

Through filent fcenes obfcurely calm. 
Nor wealth nor ilrife pollute the tide. 

Nor honours fanguinary palm. 

When labour tires, and pleafure palls, 

Still let the dream untroubled be. 
As down the deep of age it falls. 

And mingles with eternity. 

SONG XVIL 
TO IDLENESS. 

BY MR. CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

GODDESS of eafe, leave Lethes brink, 
Obfequious to the Mufe and me; 
Fof once endure the pain to think, 
O fweet Infenfibility ! 

H z Sider 



\ 



loo MISCELLANEOUS SONG& 

Sifter of Peace and Indolence, 

Bring roufe, bring numbers foft and flow; 
Elaboratel/ void of fenfe. 

And fweetly thoughtlcfs let tbcm flow. 

Near to fome cowflip -painted mead. 

There let me dofe out the dull hours ; 
And under me let Flora fpread 

A fofa of the fofcell flowers. 

Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe. 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine ; 

While murmurs of the flream beneath 
Still flow in unifoa with thine. 

For thee, o Idlenefs! the woes 

Of life we patiently endure ; 
Thou art the fource whence labour flows. 

We fliun thee but to make thee fure. 

For who'd fuilain wars toil and wafle. 

Or who th' hoarfe thund'ring of the fea. 
But to be idle at the lad;. 

And find a pleaiing end in thee ? 

SONG XVIII. 

FROM the court to the cottage convey me away. 
For Vm weary of grandeur, and what they call gay : 
Where pride without meafujre. 
And pomp vvithout pleafore. 
Make life in a circle of hurry decay. 

Far 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. loi 

Far remote and retir'd from the noife of the town, 
Pll exchange my brocade for a plain ruffet gown ; 

M7 friends (hall be few 

Bat well chofen and true, 
And fweet recreation our evening (hall crown. 

With a rural repad, a rich banquet for mf , 
On a mofly green turf, near fome (hady old tree; 

The livers clear brink. 

Shall afford me my drink. 
And Temp'rance my friendly phyfician (hall be. 

Ever calm and ferene, with contentment flill bleU, 
Not too giddy with joy, or with forrcw depreft, 

I'll neither invoke. 

Or repine at Deaths flroke. 
But retire from the world, as I would to my reft. 

SONG XIX. 

PRINCES that rule, and empire fway. 
How tranfitory is their (late ! 
Sorrows the glories do allay, 

And richeft crowns have greateft weight. 

The mighty monarch treafon fears, 

Ambitious thoughts within him rave ; 
His life all difcontents and cares ; 

And he at bed is but a (lave. 

Vainly we think with fond delight 

To ceafe the burden of our cares ; 
Each grief a fecond docs invite. 

And forrows are each others heirs, 

H 3 For 
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For me, bj hcmamr FD saistaui. 

Be gallant, genenNU, aad brave ; 
Afid whea I quietude woald gain. 

At UzSt I knd it in the grave. 



SONG XX. 
THE DIRGE. 

BY DR. HEKBY KING, BISHOP OF CHICHESTEB. 

"IXTHAT 1$ th' exigence of mans life ? 
^ ^ Bot open war, or (lorober'd ftrile. 
Where ficknels to his fenfe prefenu 
The combat of the elements : 
And never fteh a perfed peace 
Till Deaths cold hand (igns his releafe. 

It it a ftorm where the hot blood 

Oat-vies in rage the boiling flood ; 

And each lood paflion of the mind 

Is like a furions gaft of wind. 

Which beats his bark with many a wave 

Till he cafts anchor in the grave. 

It is a flower which bods and grows. 
And withers as the leaves difclofe ; 
Whofe fpring and fall faint feafons keep. 
Like fits of waking before fleep: 
Then (brinks into that fatal mold. 
Where its ArSt being was enroird» 
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It is a dream, whofe feemiDg truth 
It mpralisM in age and youth : 
Where all the comforts he can (hare 
As wand'ring as his fancies are ; 
Till in a mift of dark decay 
The dreamer vanifh quite away. 

It is a dial which points out 
The fun-fet as it moves about : 
And fhadows out in lines of night 
The fubiile ftages of Times flight. 
Till all obfcuring earth hath laid 
The body in eternal fhade. 

It is a weary interlude 
Which doth fhortjoys, long woes include. 
The world the flage, the prologue tears. 
The ads vain hope, and varied fears ; 
The fcene (huts up with lofs of breath. 
And leaves no epilogue but Death. 

SONG XXI. 

BY MR. GEORGE LILLO. • 

THE fweet and blufliing rofe 
Soon withers and decays. 
Short are the joys life knows. 

And few our happy days. 
The fairefl day mud fet in night ; 

Summer in winter ends ; 
So anguifh ftill fucceeds delight. 
And grief OQ joy attends. 

♦ In Sylvia, or the Country Burial. 

H4 SONG 
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SONG XXII. 

BY MR. ROBERT DODSLEY. 

Man's a poor deluded bubble. 
Wandering in a »ift of lies. 
Seeing falfe* or feeing double. 

Who would truft to fuch weak eyei ? 

Yet prefuming on his fenfes, 

On he goes mod wondrous wife : 
Doubts of truth, believes pretences ; 

Loft in error, lives and dies. 

SONG xxm. 

THE BLIND BOY. 

-BY COLLEY GIBBER iSQJ^ 

OSay ! what U that thing call'd light, 
Whiph I muil ne'er enjoy. 
What are the bleflings of the fight, 
O tell your poor blind boy t 

You talk of wond'rous things you fee. 

You fay the fun (hines bright ; 
I feel him warm, but how can be 

Or make it day or night. 

* Written for, and fet by the celebrated mr* Stinley, orgaaift of St. 
Andrcwi, Holbora, 

My 



^ 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 105 

My day or night myfelf I make* 

Whene'er I fleep or play 
And could I ever keep awake 

With me 'twere always day. 

With heavy (ighs I often hear» 

Yoa mourn my haplefs woe ; 
But fure with patience I can bear 

A lofs I ne'er can know. 

Then let not what I cannot have 

My chear of mind deilroy ; 
Whilfl thus I iingy I am a king. 

Although a poor blind boy. 



SONG XXIV. 

*1T7£LC0ME» welcome, brother debtor, 
^^ To this poor but merry place. 
Where no bailif, dun, nor fetter. 

Dares to (how hit frightful face : 
But, kind fir, as you're a ftranger, 

Down your garnifh you muft lay. 
Or your coat will be in danger $ 

You muft either flrip or pay. 

Ne'er repine at your confinement 

From your children or your wife ; 
Wifdom lies in true reiignment 

Through the various fcenes of life. 

Scorn 
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Scorn to fliow the lead refentment. 
Though beneath the frowns of fate ; 

Knaves and beggars find contentment. 
Fears and cares attend the great* 

Though oar creditors are fpitefal. 

And reflrain our bodies here* 
Ufe will make a jail delightful* 

Since there's nothing elfe to fear. 
Every ifland's but a prifon. 

Strongly guarded by the fea. 
Kings and princes for that reafon, 

Pris'ners are as well as we. 

What was it made great Alexander 

Weep at his unfriendly fate ? 
'Twas becaufe he could not wander 

Beyond this worlds flrong prifon-gatc : 
For the world is alfo bounded 

By the heavens and ftars above ; 
'Why (hould we then be confounded. 

Since there's nothing free but love ? 



SONG XXV. • 

HOW pleafant a Tailors life pafTes, 
Who roami o'er the watery main ; 
^0 treafure he ever amafTesy 

But chearfully fpends all his gain. 

^ In an old Engliih opera, called Perfaui and Andromeda. '^^ 

We're 
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We're ftrangers to party and fadion. 

To honour and honefly true. 
And would not commit a bafe adiion 

For power or profit in view. 

Then why fhould we quarrel for riches. 

Or any fach glittering toys ? 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches. 

Go thorough the world my brave boys* 

, The world is a beautiful garden 

£nrich*d with the blefllngs of life. 
The toiler with plenty rewarding. 

Which plenty too often breeds ftrife. 
When terrible tempefls affail us. 

And mountainous billows affright. 
No grandeur or wealth can avail as. 

But ikilful indullry (leers right. 

Then why fhould we quarrel for riches, &c« 

The courtier's more fubjeft to dangers, 

Who rules at the helm of the date. 
Than we, who to politics ilrangers, 

Efcape the fnares laid for the great.. 
The various bleflings of nature. 

In various nations we try, 
No mortals than us can be greater. 

Who merrily live till we die. 

Then why fhould we quarrel for riches. 

Or any fuch glittering toys \ 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches, 

Go thorough the world my brave boys. 

SONG, 
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SONG XXVI. 

Br MR. ROBERT DODSLEY. • 

HOW happy a date does the miller polTeAi ! 
Who woald be no greater^ nor fears to be lefs ; 
On hit mill and himfelf be depends for fupport. 
Which is better than fervilely cringing at court* 

What though he all dafty and whiten'd does go. 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beaa ; 
A clown in this drefs may be honefter far 
Than a courtier, who ftruts in his garter and (tar* 

Though his hands are fo daub'd they're not fit to be feen. 

The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 

Gold, in handling, will dick to the fingers like meaL 

What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks. 
He cribs, without Temple, from other mens facks ; 
In this of right noble examples he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 

Or fhoold he endeavour to heap an eftate. 
In this he would mimic the tools of the date ; 
Whofs aim is alone their own coffers to fill. 
As all his concern's. to bring grift to his mill. 

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie ; 
Then rifes up chearful to work and to fing : 
If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 

* In the entertainment of The Miller of Mansfield. 

SONG 
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SONG XXVIL 

BY MR. ISAAC B I C K £ R S T A FF.» 

THE honeft heart, whofe thoughts are clear 
From fraadi difgoife and gaile, 
Meedndther Fortunes frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlots fmile. 

The greatnefs that would make us grave 

It bat an empty thing ; 
What more than mirth would mortals have? 

The cfaearful man*s a king ! 

SONG xxviir. 

THE OLD MANS WISH, 

BY D R P O P e; 

IF I live to grow old, for I find I go down. 
Let this be my fate: In a country town, 
May I have a warm houfe, with a ilone at the gate. 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paflion with an abfolute fway. 
And gro;v wifer and better as my ftrength wears away, 
Without gout or (lone, by a gentle decay. 

Near a ihady grove, and a murmuring brook. 
With the ocean at d-iilance, whereon I may look ; 
With a fpacious plain, without hedge or ilile. 
And an eafy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, <kc. 



* In the comic opera of Love In a Village, 



With 
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With Horace, and Petrarch, and two or three more 
Of the bcil wits that rcign'd in the ages before ; 
With roaft matton, rather than ven'fon or teal. 
And clean, though coaxfe linen at ercry meal. 

May I govern, &c. 



With a padding on SanJays, with float hamming Iiqaor, 
And remnants of Latin to welcome the vicar ; 
With Monte Fia/cone or Burgundy wine. 
To drink the kings health as oft as I dine. 

May I govern, &c. 



With a courage undaunted may 1 face my laft day, 
And when I am dead may the better fort fay. 
In the morning whenfober, in the evening when mellow. 
He's gone, and [has] left not behind him his fellow : 

For he governed his paflion with an abfolute fway. 
And grew wifer and better as his (Ireogth wore away. 
Without gout or flone, by a gentle decay.* 



* The author republished this Song, in his old age, with large addU 
ticnSf and a number of whlmfical notes, and illuftrations horn the Ro« 
man, Italian, and German poets. None of his fupplemental ftanzaa 
x^cre thought properly adapted to the prefent publication, but all the 
porredlions and alterations he has made in the original verfes have been 
parrfully retained ; except only as to the laft choruS| which does not^ 
|n his enlarged copy, differ from the iir(l. 

5 ONG 
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SONG XXIX. 
TO WISDOM, 

BY MISS CARTER. 

THE folitary bird of night 
Through the thick fhades now wings his flight. 
And qaits his time-ihook tower ; 
Where, fhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philofophic gloom he lay. 
Beneath his ivy bower 

With joy I hear the folemn found. 
Which midnight ecchoes waft aroand. 

And iighing gales repeat : 
Fav'rite of Pallas ! I attend. 
And, faithful to thy fummons, bend 

At Wifdoms awful feat. 

She loves the cool, the filent eve. 
Where no falfe (hows of life deceive. 

Beneath the lunar ray : 
Here Folly drops each vain difguife. 
Nor fport her gayly-colour'd dyes. 

As in the glare of day. 

O Pallas ! queen of ev'ry art. 

That glads the fenfe, or mends the heart, 

Bleft fource of purer joys : 
In every form of beauty bright. 
That captivates the mental fight 

With plcafure and furprife. 
5 To 
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To thy anfpotted (hrine I bow ; 
Attend thy modeft fappiiants vow. 

That breathes no wild defires.: 
Bat taaght by thy onerring roles. 
To (hon the fmitlefs wi(h of fools. 

To nobler views afpires. 

Not Fortanes gem. Ambitions plame^ 
Nor Cythereas fading bloom. 

Be objeds of my pray'r : 
Let Av'rice, Vanity, and Pride, 
Thofe envied glittering toys divide. 

The dull rewards of care. 

To me thy better gifts impart. 
Each moral beaaty of the heart. 

By ftndioas thoughts refinM ; 
For wealth, the fmiles of glad content. 
For power, its ampleft, bed extent. 

An empire o'er the mind. 

When Fortune drops her gay parade. 
When Pleafures tranfient rofes fade. 

And wither in the tomb ; 
Unchanged is thy immortal prizet 
Thy ever-verdant laurels rife 

In undecaying bloom. 



By 
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By thee protedled, I defy 

1'he coxcombs fneer, the flupid lie 

Of Ignorance and fpite : 
Alike contemn the leaden fool. 
And all the pointed ridicule 

Of undifcerning wit* 

From envy, hurry, noife, and ftrife* 
The dall impertinence of life. 

In thy retreat I reft : 
Purfue thee to the peaceful groves. 
Where Plates facred fpirit roves. 

In all thy graces dreft. 

He bid Ilyflus' tuneful ftream 
Convey thy philofophic theme 

Of Perfedl, Fair, and Good ; 
Attentive Athens caught the found. 
And all her liftening fons around 

In awefttl filence Hood. 



Reclaimed , her wild licentious youth 
Confcfs'd the potent voice of Truth, 

And felt its juft contronl : 
The PafiioDs ceas'd their loud alarms. 
And Virtues foft perfwafive charms 

O'er all their fenfcs dole. 



Vol. IL I Thy 
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Thy breauh infpires the poets foog. 
The patriou free, aobiafAM toogve. 

The herot gen'roas ftrife i 
Thine tre retiremeAts fileot joff. 
And all the fweet endemriog ties 

Of ftUl, domeOic life. 

No more to fabled names confinM, 
To Thee ! Saprcme» all-perfed Mind 

My thoughts diced their flight : 
Wiidom's Thy. gift» and all her force 
From Thee deriv'd» Unchanging Source 

Of intelleanal light. 

O fend her fare, her Aeady ray. 
To regulate my doobtfbl way. 

Through lifes perplexing road : 
The mifts of errbr to contronU 
And through its gloom diieft my foul 

To happinefs and good I 

Beneath her cUar difcerning eye* 
The vifionary ihadows fly 

Of FoUys painted ihow : 
She fees, through «v'ry fair difguife. 
That all, but Virtues folid joys 

Is vanity and woe* 



SONG 
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SONG XXX. 

ON FRIENDSHIP. 

FRIENDSHIP, peculiar gift of Heaven, 
The noble minds delight and pride^ 
To men and angels only given. 
To all the lower world denied. 

While Love, unknown among the bled. 

Parent of rage and hot deiires. 
The human, and the favage breaft* 

Inflames alike with equal fires. 

With bright, but oft deflrudive gleamt 
Alike o*er all his lightnings fly ; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the favVites of the flcy. 

Thy gentle flows of guiltlefs joys 
On fools and villains ne'er defcend ; 

In vain for thee the monarch fighs. 
And hugs a flatt'rer for a friend. 

When Virtues kindred Virtues meety 

And flfter-fouls together join. 
Thy pleafures, permanent as great. 

Are all tranfporting, all divine. 



I t OhI 
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Oh! (hall thy flames then ceafe to glow, • 
When fouls to happier climes remove ? 

What rais'd our virtue here below. 
Shall aid our happinefs above., 



SONG xxxr. 

ON FRIENDSHIP. 

THE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit. 
And friendfliip's a jewel we feldom can meet; 
How flrange does it feem, that in fearching around. 
This fource of content is fo rare to be found ? 

O, ffiendfhip ! thou balm, and rich fweei'ner of life ; 
Kind parent of eafe, and compofer of ilrife ; 
Without thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r ? 
But empty delufion, the joys of an hour! 

How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend. 
On whom we may always with fafety depend ? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increafe. 
And griefs, when divided, are hufh'd into peace. 

When fortune is fmiling» what crouds ^11 appear. 
Their kindnefs to offer, and friendfhip fincere ; 
Yet change but the profpe£l, and point out diRrfcff, 
No longer to court you they eagerly prefs. 



SONG 
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SONG xxxir. 

BY SHAKSP£AR£.« 

BLOW, blow thou winter wind. 
Thou art not fo unkind 
As mans ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, * 

Becaufe thou art not feen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! fing, heigh ho ! unto the green holly : 
Moft friendihip is feigning, moft lovijag mere folly : 
Then, heigh ho, the holly I 
This life is moft jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter fky. 
Thou doft not bite fo nigh 

As benefits forgot; : 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy (ling is not fo (harp 

As friend remembered not» 
Heigh ho! Sec. 

SONG XXXIIL 
THE LIE. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON. f 

GO foul, the bodys gueft. 
Upon a thanklefs arrant. 
Fear not to touch the befl. 

The truth Ihall be thy warrant : 
Go, fince I needs muft die. 
And give the world the lie. 

* In Ai yos like it. 
-f^ See vol. I. p. 126. The Lie it generally, though errooeoofly, fuppofcd 
to h«ve been written by fir Walter Raleigh, the night before hit cu- 
cmion. 

I 3 Say 
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Say to the court, it glows. 

And ihines like rotten-wood ; 
Say to the church, it (hows 

What's good, and doth no good. 
If church and court reply. 
Then give them both the lie. 

Tell potentates they live 

A6Ung by others adioo. 
Not loved unleff they give. 

Not flrong, bat by affedion. 
If potentates reply. 
Give potentates the lie. 

Tell men of high condition. 

That manage the eftate. 
Their purpofe is ambition. 

Their practice only hate : 
And if they once reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tell th^m thiat brave it mod. 
They beg for more by fpending. 

Who in their greateft coil, 
Like nothing but commending : 

And if they make reply. 

Then give them all the lie. 



Tell 
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Tell zeal, it wants devotion; 

Tell love» it is bat laft; 
Tell time, it * is' but motion % 

Tell fleih, it is but daft : 
And wiih them not reply, 
Forthoa maft give the He. 



Tell age, it dayly wafteth ; 

Tell honour, how it alters; 
Tell Beauty, how (he blafteth ; 

Tell favour, how it faulters : 
And, as they fhall reply. 
Give every one the lie. 



Tell wit, how much it wrangles 
In tickle points of nicenefs ; 

Tell Wifdom, fhe entangles 
Herfelf in over-wifenefs : 

And, when they do reply. 

Straight give them both the He. 



Tell Phyfick of her boldnefs ; 

Tell (kill, it is * pretenfion;' 
Tell charity of coldnefs ; 

Tell law, it is contention ; 
And, as they do reply. 
So give them ftill the lie. 



I 4 TcU 
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Tell Fortine of her bliodnefs ; 

Tell nature of decay ; 
Tell friendihip of onkindnefs; 

Tell juftice of delay : 
Andy if they will reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 



Tell arts* they have no foundnefs^ 

Bat vary by efteeming; 
Tell fchoolsy they want profoundnefs. 

And Hand on too mach feeming : 
If arts and fchools reply. 
Give arts and fchools the lie. 



Tell faith, it's fled the city ; 

Tell how the country erreth ; 
Tell, manhood (hakes * off' pity ; 

Tell, virtue leaft « preferreth :* 
And, if they do reply. 
Spare not to give the lie. 

So, when thou haft, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing, 
Bccaufe to give the lie 

Deferves no lefs than ftabbing. 
Stab at thee he that will, 
No dab ' the ' foul can kill. 
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» 

SONG XXXIV. 
TIMES ALTERATION. 

WHEN this old cap was new, 
'Tis fince two hundred year. 
No malice then we knew. 

Bat all things plenty were : 
All friendihip now decays, 
(Believe me this is trae) 
Which was not in thofe days. 
When this old cap was new. 

The nobles of our land 

Were much delighted then^ 
To have at their command 

A crew of lufty men. 
Which by their coats were known 

Oftawny» red, or blue, 
With crefts on their fleeves (hown. 

When this old cap was new. 

Now pride hath banifli'd all, 

Unto our lands reproach, • 
When he whofe means is fmalU 

Maintains both horfe and coafeh : 
Inftead of an hundred men. 

The coach allows but two ; 
This was not thought on then. 

When this old cap was new. 

Good 
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Good hofpitality 

Was cheriih'd then of mtny ; 
Now poor men ftarve and die» 

And are not help'd by any : 
For charity waxeth cold. 

And love it found in few ; 
This was not in time of old» 

When this old cap was new. 

Whereever you travcllM then. 

Yon might meet on the way» 
Brave knights and gentlenaen, 

Clad in their country grey. 
That courteous would appear. 

And kindly welcome yon ; 
No puritans then were, 

When this old cap was new. 

Our ladies, in thofe days. 

In civil habit went ; 
Broad*cloth was then worth praife. 

And gave the beft content : 
French faihions then were fcom*d, 

Fond fangles then none knew. 
Then modefly women adorn'd. 

When this old cap was new. 

A man might then behold. 

At Chriftmas, in each hall ; 
Good fires to curb the cold. 

And meat for great and fmall : 
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The neighbours were friendly biddeOf 

And adl had welcome true. 
The poor from the gates were not chidden* 

When this old cap was new. 

Black jacks to every man 

Were filled with wine and beer* 
No pewter pot, nor can. 

In thofe days did appear : 
Good chear in a noblemans houfe 

Was counted a feemly (hew. 
We wanted no brawn nor foufe* 

When this old cap was new. 

We took not fuch delight 

. In cups of filver fine. 

None under the degree of a knight 

In plate drunk beer or wine : 
Now each mechanical man 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a Ihew* 
Which was a rare thing then. 

When this old cap was new. 

Then bribery was unborn* 

No fimony men did ufe, 
ChrifUans did ufury fcorn, 

Devis'd among the Jews : 
The lawyers to be feed, 

At that time hardly knew. 
For man with man agreed. 

When this old cap was new* 

No 
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No captain then caroQs'd, 

Nor fpent poor foldicrs pay. 
They were not (6 abus'd. 

As they are at this day ; 
Of feven days they make eight. 

To keep them from their due ; 
Poor foldiers had their right. 

When this old cap was new. 

Which made them forward ftill 

Togo, although not preft; 
And going with good will, 

Their fortunes were the beft. 
Our Englifh then, in fight. 

Did foreign foes fubdue, 
Aud forcM them all to flight. 

When this old cap was new. 

God fare our gracious King, 

And fend him long to live ; 
Lord, mirchief on them bring. 

That will not their alms give ; 
But feek to rob the poor 

Of that which is their due: 
This was not in time of yore. 

When this old cap wa& new. O. 
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SONG XXXV. 
THE VICAR OF BRAY. 

IN good King Charleses golden days 
When loyalty no harm meant, 
A zealous high^church man I was. 

And fo I got preferment: 
To teach my flock I never mifsM, 

Kings are by God appointed. 
And damn'd are thofe that do refill. 
Or touch The Lords Anointed. 
And this is law I will maintain 

Until my dying day, fir. 
That whatfoever king (hall reign, 
I'll be the vicar of Bray, fir. 

When Royal James obtain'd the crown, * 

And popery came in fafhion, 
The penal laws I hooted down. 

And read the Declaration : 
The church of Rome I foand would fit 

Full well my conftitation ; 
And had become a Jefuit, 

But for the Revolution. 
And this is law, &c. 

When William was our King declar'd. 

To eafe the nations grievance ; 
With this new wind about I fteer'd. 

And fwore to him allegiance : 
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Old principles I did revoke. 

Set confcience at a dillance ; 
Paflive-obedience was a joke, 

A jeft was non*refiftance* 
And this is law» &c. 

When gracious Ann became our queen, 

The church of Englands glory, 
Another face of things was feen. 

And I became a tory : 
Occafional conformifb bafe, 

I damnM their moderation ; 
And thought the church in danger was. 

By fuch prevarication. 
And this is law, &c. 

When George in pudding-time came o'er. 

And moderate men looked big, fir, 
I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more. 

And fo became a whig, fir. 
And thus preferment I procured 

From our new faiths- defender ; 
And almoft ev'ry day abjured 

The Pope and the Pretender. 
And this is law, 8cc. 

Th' illuftrious houfe of Hanover, 

And Proteflant fucceffion ; 
To thefe I do allegiance fwear— 

While they can keep poflei&on : 



For 
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For in my faith and loyalty, 

I never more will faulter. 
And George my lawful king (hall be-^ 
Until the times do alter. 

And this is law I will maintain. 

Until my dying-day, fir, 
That whatfoever king (hall reign, 
ril be the vicar of Bray, iir. 



SONG XXXVL 
THE STORM. 

BY MR. GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 

CEASE, rude Boreas, bluil'ring rziler I 
Lift ye landfmen, all to me ! 
Meflmates, hear a brother failor 

Sing the dangers of the fea ; 
From bounding billows, firft in motion. 

When the diftant whirlwinds rife. 
To the tempeft-troubled ocean. 
Where the feas contend with (kiesi 

Hark ! the boatfwain hoarfely bawling. 

By topfail-fheets, and haulyards (land ; 
Down top-gallants quick be bawling, 

Down your (lay-fails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it frefhens, fet the braces. 

The topfail-fheets now let go ; 
Luff, boys, lufF! don't make wry faces. 

Up your topfails nimbly clew. 

Now 
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Now all you on down -beds fporting. 

Fondly lock'd in Beautys arms ; 
Frclh enjoyments wanton courting, 

Safe from all but loves alarms ; 
Round us roars the tcrmptrft louder ; 

Think what fears our minds enthrall | 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

Now again the boatfwain calls ! 

The top- fail yards point to the wind boys. 

Sec all clear to reef each courfe ; 
Let the fore-lheet go, don't mind boys. 

Though the weather (hould be worfe. 
Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get, 

Reef the mizen, fee all clear. 
Hands up, each preventure brace fet, 

Man the fore-yard, chear, lads, chcar! 

Now the dreadful thunder roaring. 

Peal on peal contending clalh. 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring. 

In our eyes blue lightnings fla(h. 
One wide water all around u^. 

All above us one black fky. 
Different deaths at once furround as, 

Hark 1 what means that dreadful cry ? 

The foremail's gone, cries every tongue out. 
O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck ; 

A leak beneath the cheft- tree's fprung out. 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 



Quick 
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Quick the lAn3rards cut to pieces. 

Come, my hearts^ be (lout and bold ; 
Plomb the well— the leak increafes. 

Four feet water in the hold. 

While o'er the ihip wild waves are beatiDg, 

We for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas i from hence there's no retreating 

Alas to them there's no returrt. 
Still the leak is gaining on U8» 

Both chain-pumps are choak'd below.-* 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us 1 

For only .that can fave us now. 

0*er the lee-beam is the laud . l>o/s. 

Let the gilLS overboard be thrown^ 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys. 

See ! our niizcu mail is gone. 
The leak we*ve found it cannot pour faft» 

We've lighten'd her a foot or, more, 
Up, and rig a jury foremaft, « 

She rights, (he rights, boys, we're off fliorc. 

Now once more on joys we're thinking. 

Since kind Heav'n has fav'd our Hves ; 
Come, the can, boys 1 let's be drinking. 

To our fweethearts, and our wives. 
Pill it up, about fhip wheel it, 

Ciofe to our lips a brimmer join, 
Where's the tempeft now, who feels it ? 

None—the danger's drown'd in wine, 

VoL.U. K SONO 
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SONG XXXVIL 
NEPTUNES RAGING FURY: 

OR, THE 
GALLANT SEAMENS SUFFERINGS. * 

YOU gentlemen of England 
That live at home at eafe. 
Ah, little do you think upon 

The dangers of the feas 9 

Give ear unto the mariners. ' 

And they will plai'.*/ .-iftv. 

[Alii the t..ifs» MvJ t'i«r R'.-. , 
V> *•...»• liJi^- iioi ■"»•)' ■■v".>'i', •'*.►•!.•. 

i .. .'. •:. p yoi. c^'4i»v Upon the Teas, 
'^ Voa muft not think to ftart ; ^ 

Nor once to be funt-hearted^ 
1 In hail, rain, [blow] or iAOv/» 

Nor to think for to fhrink 
When the dormy winds do blow. 



* " Being a relation of their perili and dangers, and of the extraordi- 
nary haiardi they undergo in their n«ble adventurei. Together with 
their undaunted valour, and rare conflancy in all their cxtremitiei t and 
the flBAnner of their rcjoycing on (horcy at their returrn home.*' TitU, 
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The bitter dorms and tempefts 

Poor feamen do endure. 
Both day and night, with many a fright. 

We feldom reft fecure. 
Oar ileep it is difturbed 

With vifions ftrange to know. 
And with dreams, on the ftreams. 

When the dormy winds do blow. 



In claps of roaring thunder. 

Which darknefs doth enforce. 
We often find our * fhip' to ftray 

Beyond oar wanted coarfe ; 
Which caafeth great diftradlions. 

And finks our hearts full low. 
Tit in vain to complain. 

When the ftorroy winds do blow* 

Sometimes in Neptanes bofom 

Oar ihip is toft in waves. 
And every man expecting 

The fea to be their graves ; 
Then op aloft (he mounteth. 

And down again fo low ; 
'Tis with waves, o with waves. 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
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Then down agaun we fall to prayer. 

With all our might and thoaght. 
When refuge all doth fail as, 

Tis that mod bear as oat ; 
To God we call for fuccoar. 

For he it is we know. 
That mud aid as, and fave os. 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 



The lawyer and the afarepy 

That fits in gowns of for. 
In clofets warm can take no harm. 

Abroad they need not ftir ; 
When winter fierce with cold doth pierce. 

And beats with hail and fnow» 
We are Aire to endure. 

When the ftormy winds do Mow* 

We bring home coftly merchandife. 

And jewels of great price. 
To ferve our Engliih gallantry. 

With many a rare deWce ; 
To pleafe the Engli(h gallantry. 

Our pains we freely ftow. 
For we toil, and [we] moil. 

When the fiormy winds do blow. 
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We fometimes fail to the Indies 

To fetch home fpices rare, 
fiometimes again to France and Spain 9 
. For wines beyond compare ; 
Whilft gallants are caroufing. 

In taverns on a row, 
Then we fweep o'er the deep, 

When the ftormy winds dp blow. 



When tempefls are blown over. 

And greateR fears are paft, 
^ In ' weather fair, and temperate air» 

We (Iraight lie down to reft ; 
But when the billows tnntble. 

And waves do furious grow. 
Then we roufe, up we ,f oufe 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

If enemies oppofe us. 

When England is at wars. 
With any foreign nation!^ 

We fear not wounds nor fears ; 
Our roaring guns fhall teach 'em 

Our valour for to know, 
Whilft they reel in the keel. 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
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We are no cowardly ihrinkers. 

But true Englidimen bred. 
We'll play our parts like valiant hearts. 

And never fly for dread ; 
We'll ply our bufinefs nimbly, 

Wherce'cr we come or go^^ 
With our mates to the Streight^, 

When the dormy winds do blow.' 



Then courage, all brave mariners, 

And never be difmay'd, 
Whilft we have bold * adventurers' 

We never fhall wapt a trade ; 
Our merchants will employ us. 

To fetch them wealth, I know j 
Then be bold, work for gold. 

When the flormy winds do blow. 

When we return in fafety. 

With wages for our pains. 
The tapfter and the vintner 

Will help to fhare our gaini; 
We'll call for liquor roundly. 

And pay before we go ; 
Then we'll roar on the (hore, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 0« 
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SONG XXXVIII. 

BY DR. GOLDSMITH.* 

THE wretch condemned with life to part. 
Still, dill on hope relies ; 
And every pang that rends the heart. 
Bids expectation rife* 

Hope, like the glimmering tapers light, 

Adorns and chears the way ; 
And Hill, as darker grows the night, 

£mits a brighter ray* 

SONG XXXIX. 

BY THE SAME. 

O Memory ! thou fond deceiver. 
Still importunate and vain. 
To former joys recurring ever. 
And turning all the pad to pain. 

Thou, like the world, th' oppreft oppreffing. 

Thy fmiles increafe the wretches woe ! 
And he who wants each other bleiling. 

In ^hee mufl ever find a fo^. 



* In the oratorio of the CaptivUy* 

K 4 SONG 




136 MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 

SONG XL .• 

GENTLY flir and blow the fire. 
Lay the matton down to roail» 
Drefs it quickly, I defire. 

In the dripping put a toail. 
That I hunger may remove ; 
Mntton is the meat I love. 

On the drefler fee it lie» 
Oh ! the charming white and red I 

Finer meat ne'er met my eye. 
On the Tweeted grafs it fed : 

Let the jack go fwiftly round. 

Let me have it nicely brown'd. 

On the table fpread the cloth, 
Let the knives be (harp and clean i 

Pickles get and fallad both. 

Let them each be fVefh and green s 

With fmall beer, good ale, and wine. 

Oh ! ye gods! how I ihall dioe» 



* A fort of parody on fome Ycrfei by A.Bradley, be|inning thui: 
Gently ihilce the warbling lyre, 
Cbloc feemi inclined to reft, &e» 
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SONG XLL 
THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

IMITATIO FKOM THE SFAMXSX. 

BY DR. LISLE. 

TTTHEN Orpheus went down to the regions bclowy 

^ ^ Which men arc forbidden to fee. 
He tan'd up his lyre, as old hiflories ihow« 
To fet his Euridice free. 

All hell was adonifh'd a perfon fo wife 

Should rafhiy endanger his life. 
And venture fo far^but how vaft their furprifet 

When they heard that he came for his wife* 

To find out a punifhment due to his faulty 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain» 
Bat hell had not torments fufficient he thought^ 

— So he gave him his wife back again. 

But pity fucceeding found place in his heart. 

And pleas'd with his playing fo well. 
He took her again in reward of his art; 

Such merit had mufic in hell ! 

SONG XUI. 
THE GOSSIPS. 

TWO goflips they merrily met, 
At nine in the morning full foon ; 
And they were refolv'd for a whet. 
To keep their fweet voices in tune. 

Away 
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Away to the tavern they went ; 

* Here Joan I vow and proteft, 

* That I have a crown yet unfpeDty 

* Come let's have a cup of the bed.' 

' And I have another, perhaps 

* * A piece of the very fame fort, 

* Why fhould we fit thrumming of caps. 
' Come, drawer, and fill us a quart ! 

* And let it be liquor of life, 

* Canary, or fparkling wioe ! 

* For I am a buxom young wife, 

< And I love to go gallant and fine/ 

The drawer, as blithe as a bird, 

Came (kipping with cap in his hand, 

* Dear ladies, 1 give you my word, 

' The bed (hall be at your command/ 
A quart of canary he drew, 

Joan fiird up a glafs and begun, 

* Here's goffip's a bumper to you ;' 

« 111 pledge you, girl, were it a tun/ 

* And, pray gofiip, did'nt yoo hear 

* The common report of the town, 
' A fquire of iivt hundred a year 

* Is married to Doll of the Crown : 

* A draggle-tail'd flut, on my word, 

* Her clothes hanging ragged and foul ; 

* In troth he would fain have a bird, 

* That would give a groat for an owl. 
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< And ihe had a iifter laft year, 

* Whofe name they caird Galloping Peg, 

* SheM take up a flraw with her ear, 

* I warrant her right as my leg ! 

* A brewer he got her with child, 

' But e'en let them brew as they bake; 

* I knew (he was wanton and wild, 

* But ril neither meddle nor make.' 

* Nor I, goflip Joan, by my troth, 

* Though neverthelefs I have been told, 
^ She ftole feven yards of broad cloth, 

* A ring and a locket of gold ; 

* A fmock and a new pair of flioes ; 

* A flouriihing madam was (he :— • 
' Bat Margery told me the news, 

* And it ne'er fhall go further for me. 

f We were at a goffiping club, 
^ Where we had a chirruping cup, 

* Of good humming liquor, ftrong bub! 

* Your hulbands name there it was up, 

* For bearing a powerful fway, 

' All neighbours his valour have feen ; 

* For he is a cuckold they fay,— 

* A conftable, goilip, I mean. 

* Dear goflip, a (lip of the tongue, 

* No harm was intended in mind : 

* Chance words they will mingle among 
f Our others we commonly find. 

• I hope 



I40 -MISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 

' I -hope yoa won't take it amifi.* 

* Noy no» that were folly in ut ; 
' And if we perhaps get a kii«, 

* Pray what are our halbands the worfe ?' 



SONG XLIII. 

OF AN OLD COURTIER AND A NEW. 

WITH an old fong made by an old ancient pate, 
Of an old worfliipful gentleman, who had a great 
eftate. 
Who kept an old hoafe at a bountiful rate. 
And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate ; 
Like an old courtier of the queens, 
[And the queens old courtier.] 

With an old lady, whofe anger one good word afiwages. 
Who every quarter pays her old fervants their wages. 
Who never knew what belongs to coachmen^ footmen, and 

pages. 
But kept twenty thrifty old fellows with blue coats and 
badges } 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old fludy fill'd full of learned old books. 

With an old reverend parfon, you may judge him by his 

lookt. 
With an old buttery hatch worn quite off'the old hooks. 
And an old kitchen, which mountains half a dozen old 
cooks ; 
Like an old. See* 

With 
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With an old hall, hung aboat with guns, pikes, and bows» 
With old fwordsy and bucklers, which hath born many 

ihrewd blows. 
And an old frifado coatj to cover his worfbips tmnk hofir^ 
And a cup of old (berry, to comfort his copper nofci 
Like an old, &c« 



With an old fafhion, when Cbriilmas Is come. 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe, and drum. 
And good chear enough to furniih every old rooni> 
And old liquor able to make a cat fpeak, and a wife man 
dumb; 
Like an old, &c. 

With an old huntfman, a falconer, and a kennel of hounds. 
Which never hunted, nor hawked, but in his own grounds. 
Who, like an old wife man, kept himfelf within his own 

bounds. 
And when he died gave every child a tboufand old pounds; 

Like an old, Sec* 

Bat to his elded fon his houfe and land he affignM, 
Charging him in his will to keep the fame bountifnl mind. 
To be good to his fervants, and to his neighbours kind : 
But in the enfuing ditty yon (hall hear how he was indin'd ^ 

Like a young courtier of the kings, 

[And the kings young courtier*] 



Like 
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LIKE a yoang gallant, newly come to his land, 
Who keeps a brace of creatures at his own command^ 
And takes up a thoufand pounds upon his own band, 
And lieth drunk in a new tavern, till he can neither go 
nor (land; 
Like a young. Sec. ^ 

With a neat lady, that is frefh and fair. 

Who never knew what belonged to good houfekceping, 

nor care. 
Bat buys feveral fans to play with the watiton air. 
And feventeen or eighteen dreffings of other womens hair; 
Like a young, &c. 

With a new hall, built where the old one (tood. 
Wherein is burned neither coal nor wood, 
And a new ftiovel.board table whereon never meat (lood ; 
Hung round with piflures which doth the poor little good. 
Like a young. Scc» 

With a new iludy, (lufPd full of pamphlets, and plays. 
With a new chaplain, that fwears faHer than he prays. 
With a new buttery hatch,, that opens once in four or five 

days, . * 

With a new French cook, to devife kickfhaws and toys ; 
For the young, 8sc. 

With a new faihion, when Chriftmas is come on. 

With a journey up to London we- mull be gone, 

And leave nobody at home but our new porter John, 

Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with a 

(lone; 

Like a young, &c. 

With- 
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With a gentleman- ufher, whofe carriage is complete. 
With a footman, a coachman, a page to carry the meat. 
With a waiting-gentlewoman, whofe dre fling is very neat, 
Who» when the mafter hath din'd, gives the fervants little 
meat. 
Like a yoang, &c. 

With a new honoOr, bought with his fathers old gold. 
That many of his fathers old manors hath fold ; 
And this is the occafion that moil men do hold 
That good houfekeeping is now a-days grown fo cold. 

Like a courtier of the kings, 

[And the kings young courtier.] 0« 

SONG XLIV. 

BY SHAKSPEARE.* 

WHEN daffodils begin to peer, — 
With, hey I the doxy over the dale !— 
Why, then comes in the fweet o' the year ; 
For the red blood reigns in the winters pale. 

The white (heet bleaching on the hedge,— 

With, hey ! the fweet birds, o, how they fing !— 

Doth fee my pugging tooth on edge ; 
For a quart of ale is a difh for a king ! 

The lark, that tirra-lirra chaunts,— 

With, hey 1 with, hey ! the thrufli and the jay,— 
Are fummer fongs for me and my aunts. 

As wc lie tumbling in the hay. 

♦ Sung by Autolycus, in the Winters Talc. 

SONG 
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SONG XLV, 
SPRING. 

BY THE SAM£.« 

WHEN dayfies pied and violets blue. 
And lady-fmocks all filver white^ 
And cockow-bads of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with delight, 
^he cuckowy then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus fings he, 
Cackow, cuckow;— o word of fear! 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 

When (hepherds pipe on oaten ftraws. 

And merry larks are ploughmens clocks 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws. 

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks» 
The cuckow, then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckow, cuckow ;— o word of fear ! 
Unpleaftng to a married ear* 

SONG XLVr. 
W I N T E «• 

BY THE SAME. 

XX7HEN Icicles hang by the wall, 
^^ And Dick the fhepherd blows his nail. 
And Tom bears iogs into the hall. 
And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

* Jo Loves Labour loft. 
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When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foal. 
Then nightly iings the flaring owl, 

To-whit, to-whoo;— a merry note! 

While greafy Joan doth keel the por. 



When all alood the wind doth blow^ 

And Qoaghing drowns the parfons faw. 
And birds fit brooding in the fnow. 

And Marians nofe looks red and raw. 
When roaHed crabs hifs in the bowl. 
Then nightly iings the flaring owl. 

Tu-whit, to-whoo; — a merry note! 
While greafy Joan doth keel the pot. 



SONG XLVII. 



BY THE SAME/ 



UNDER the green wood tree. 
Who loves to lie with me. 
And tane his merry note 
Unto the fweet birds throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here (hall he fee 

No enemy. 
Sat winter and rough weather. 



* In As you like it* 



Vol. 11. 
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Who doth ambition (hon. 

And loves to live i' the fan. 

Seeking the food he eats^ 

And pieasM with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here (hall he fee 

No enemy, 
Bot winter, and rough weather. 



SONG XLVin. 



TOM OF BEDLAM. 



FORTH from my dark and difmal cell. 
Or from the deep abyfs of hell. 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again. 
To fee if he can cure his di(lcmper*d brain. 

Fears and cares opprefs my foul ; 
Hark t how the angry furies howl ! 
Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad. 
To fee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 

Through the world I wander night and day, 

To find my draggling fenfcs : 
In an angry mood I found Old Time, 

With his pentateach of tenfes. 



WhcE 
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When me he fpies. 

Away he flies. 
For time will ftay for no man : 

In vain with cries, 

I rend the fkies. 
For pity is not common. 

Cold and comfortlefs I lie : 
Help, o help, or elfe I die ! 

Hark ! I hear Apollos team. 

The carman 'gins to whiflle; 
Chafte Diana bends her bow. 

And the boar begins to bridle. 

Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackles. 
To knock off my troublefome ihackles ; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain 
To bring me my fenfes again. 



Laft night I heard the dog-ftar bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the dark ; 
Limping Vulcan het an iron bar. 
And furiously ran at the god of war : 

Mars with his weapon laid aboot. 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 
His broad horns did fo hang in his fight, 
He conld not fee to aim his blows aright 



L 2 Mercury 
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Mercnry> the nimble poft of heaven. 

Stood ftill to fee the quarrel ; 
Gorrel-bellied Bacchus, gianulike,. 

Beftrid a ftrong-beer barrel : 

To me he drank, 

I did him thank, 
Bnt I could get no cyder ; 

He drank whole bats. 

Till he barft his guts. 
Bat mine were ne'er the wide 

Poor Tom is very dry ; 
A little drink for charity ! 

Hark ! I hear Adleons hounds ; 

The huntsmen whoop and hollow ; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 

All the chace doth follow. 

The man in the moon drinks claret 

Eats powdered beef, turnip, and carrot ; 

Bat a cap of old Malaga fack , 

Will fire the bulh at his Dack. 0« 



» O N G 
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SONG XLIX. 
C O R Y D O N: 

A PASTORAL. 

TO THB MBMORT OF WILLIAM 8HENST0NB BS^ 

BY MR. JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 

COME, fhepherds, we'll fallow the hearfe» 
WeUl fee our lov'd Corydon laid : 
Though forrow may blemifii the vcrfe^ 

Yet let a fad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 

In footh he was gentle and kind I 
He mark'd on his elegant drain 
The graces that glow*d in his lUind. 

On purpofe he planted yon trees. 

That birds in the covert might dwell; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees. 

But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet. 

Go bleat — and your mafter bemoan ; 
His mufic was artlefs and fweet. 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure ihall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the bloflbms appear; 
The fweets of the foreft ihall fail. 

And winter difcolour the year, 

L3 No 
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No birds in oar hedges (hall fing, 

(Our hedges (b vocal before) 
Since he that (hould welcome the fpring. 

Salutes the gay feafon no more. 

His Phillit was fond of hi^ praife. 

And poets came ropnd in a throng ; 
They liften'd— they envied his lays. 

But which of them equalM his fong. 
Ye ihepher48» henceforward be m^ite. 

For loft is the paftoral ftrain ; 
So give me my Corydons flute, 

And thus— let me break it in twaiib 



S O N Gf L, 
A DIRGE. 

BY MR. D'yRFEY. • 

SLEEPy fleep poor youth, fleep» deep in peace^ 
Reliev'd from love, and mortal care| 
Whilft we that pine in lifes difeafe, 
Uncertain bleft lefs happy are. 

ConcVd in the dark and iilent grave. 

No ills of fate thou now canft fear. 
In vain would tyrant power enflave^ 

Or fcornful beauty be (evere^ 

* « Sung in the firft part of Don Quiiote by a ihepherd and 
^ephcrdefi. Set b; mr. Ealei.** 

Wars 
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Wan that do fatal ftorms difper(e» 

Far from thy happy manfion keep. 
Earthquakes that iliake the univerfe. 

Can't rock thee into (bander fleep. 

With all the charms of peace pofleft. 

Secure from lifes tormentor, pain. 
Sleep, and indulge thyfelf with reft. 

Nor dream thou e*er ihalt rife again* 

CHORUS. 

Pail is the fear of future doubt. 

The fun is from the dial gone. 
The (ands are funk, the glafs is out. 

The folly of the farce is done. 



SONG LI. 

BY MR. COLLINS. • 

HOW deep the brave who fink to reft. 
By all their countrys wifties bleft ? 
When fpringy with dewy fingers cold. 
Returns to deck the hallow'd mold. 
She then (hall drefs a fweeter fod 
Than Fancys feet have ever trod. 



• Wricteo in 1746. 
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By Fairy hands their knell is roag. 
By forms unfeen their dirg^ it fang ; 
There Honoar comes a pilgrim givyt 
To blefs the turftha( wraps their clay | 
And Freedom ihall a while repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. 



SONG Ltt. 
DIRGE 

INCYMBELINE. 

SVM« BY GUIDERU8 AND ARVIRAGV8 OVER F19BL9» 

SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

BY THE SAME. 

TO fair Fidcles grafTy tomb 
Soft maids, and village hinds (hall bring 
Each opening fweet of earlieft bloom. 
And rifle all the breathing fpring. 

No wailing gho)l ihall dare i^ppear 

To vex with fhrieki this quiet grevet 
But fhepherd lads a^emblf here, 

And melting virgins own cheir love. 

No withered witch (hall here he ieen. 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 
The female Fays (hall haunt the green, 

And drefs thy grave with pearly dew ! 

The 
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TIm >ed-bf«eift oft At e vdoiiig fcouflt 

Shall kindly l^d bi^ little aid* 
With hoary mofs, a«d githcrM flowers* 

To deck %h» ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain* 

In tempcAi fbake the fylvan cell i 
Or 'fliidfi the chace on every plain, 

The tender thonght on thee ihaU dw^U« 

Each lonely fcene (hall thee reflore» 

For thee the tear be duly ihed ; 
BebvM, till life can charm no more; 

And moara'd, till Pity s&lf be dead. 



SONG Lin, 

BY MR. GARRICK.« 

THOU foft flowing Avon, by t!iy £lver ftream. 
Of things more than mortal, fweet Shakfpeare wottl4 
dream. 
The Fairies by moon-light dance roand his green bed. 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillowM his head. 

The love- flricken maiden, the foft-iighing fwain. 
Here rove without danger, and figh without pain. 
The fweet bud of beauty no blight fhatl here dre^d,. 
For hallow'd the turf is which piilow*d his head. 

* In hit Ode upon dedicating a building, and ere£ling a fiatne, to 
-Shakrpeare, at Str<Kl<»rd upon Avon* 

Her« 
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Here yonth (hall be fain'd for their love, and their truth. 
And chearfal old age feel the fpirit of yonth ; 
For the raptures of fan^y here poets Ihall tread. 
For hallowed the turf is that pillowed his head. 

Flow on, filver Avon, in fong ever flow. 
Be the fwans on thy borders ftiil whiter than fnow! 
Ever full be thy ftream, like his fame may it (pread ! 
And the turf ever hallowM which pillow'd his head. 



SONG UV. 

« 

PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE. 

g BY MRS, GREVILLE. 

OFT IVe implor*d the gods in vain. 
And prayM till I've been weary ; 
For once FU feek my wifii to gaii^ 
Of Oberon the Fairy. 

Sweet airy being, wanton fprite. 

Who liv'ft in woods unfeen ; 
And oft by Cynthias Qlver light 

Tripp'ft gayly o'er the green. 

If e*er thy pitying heart wu mov'd 

As ancient ilories tell ; 
And for * th' Athenian maid who lov'd. 

Thou fought'A a wond'rous fpell. 



• See Midfaminer«nighti Dream. 
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O ! deign once more t* exert thy power I 

Haply fome herb or tree. 
Sovereign as juice from weftern flower^* 

Conceals a balm for me, 

I alk no kind retam in love. 

No tempting charm to ple^e ; 
Far from the heart fuch gifts remove. 

That fighs for peace and eafe I 

Nor eafe, nor peace, that heart can know« 

That like the needle true) 
Tarns at the touch of joy or woe, 

Buty turning, trembles too. 

Far as diftrefs the foul can wound, 

'Tis pain in each degree : 
'Tis blifs but to a certain bound-^ 

Beyond— is agony. 

Then take this treacherous fenfe of mine. 

Which dooms me dill to fmart ; 
Which pleafure can to pain refine; 

To pain new pangs impart. 

P ! hafte to (hed the fovereign balm; 

My (hatter'd nerves new firing : 
/Lnd for my guefl, ferenely calm. 

The nymph Indifference bring I* 



9 See Midrvminer*nighti Dreaoo* 
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At her approtch, fee Hope» fee Fetr, 

See Expectation fly ! 
And Difappointment in the rear# 

That bla(b the parposM joj. 

The tears, which Pity tanght to floWf 

My eyes (hall then difown ; 
The hearty that throbb'd at others woe. 

Shall then fcarce feel its own. 

The wounds, which now each saoment bleed^ 

Each moment then ifiall ciofe ; 
And tranquil days (hall fUll facceed 

To nights of fweet repofe* 

O Fairy-elf ! but great me this,' • 

This one kind comfort fend I 
And fo may never-fading blifs 

Thy flowery paths attend ! 

So may the glow-wiorids^littiheriflg llghti 

Thy tiny footdeps lead 
To fome new region of delight* 

Unknown to mortal tread ! 

And be thy acorn goblet filPd 

With heavens ambrofial dew. 
From fweetcft, freihcft flowers diftiird, 

That fhcd frcfti fweets for you. 



And 
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And what of life remains for me, 

PlI pafs in fober eafc } 
Half-pleas'dy contented will I be^ 

Content—- but half to pleafe. 



SONG LIV^ 

THE FAIRIES. 

COMB follow; foHow me» 
Ye Fairy elves that be. 
Light tripping oe'r the green ; 
Come follow Mab your queen : 
Hand in hand we'll dance around. 
For this place is Fairy ground. 

When mortals are at reft. 

And fnoring in their neil ; 

Unheard and unefpied. 

Through key-holes we da glide ;^ 
Over tables, ftools, and flielves. 
We trip it with our Fairy elves. 

And if the hoiife be foul. 

With platter» di(h, or bowl. 

Up flairs we nimbly creep. 

And find the fluts aileep ; 
Then we pinch their arms and thighs ; 
None us hears, and none us fpies. 

B9t 
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Bat if the hoafe be fwept, 

An4 ffom andeannefs kept. 

We praife the hoQfehoId maid. 

And daly fhe is psud : 
Eveiy night before we go. 
We drop a tefter in her (hoc. 



Then o'er a maihrooms head 

Our table-cloth we fpread ; 

A grain of rye or wheat. 

The diet that we eat ; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink. 
In acorn cups fiU'd to the brink. 

The brains of nightingale^^ 
With nnftuous fat of fnails. 
Between two cockles ftew'd. 
Is meat that's eas'ly chewM ; 
Tails of worms and marrow of mice. 
Do make a diih that's wondrous nice. 

The grafshopper, gnat, and flyt 

Serve for our minflrelfy; 

Grace faid, we dance awhile. 

And fo the time beguile : 
And if the moon doth hide her head. 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 



O'er 
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OVr tops of dewy grafs 

So nimbly we do pafs. 

The young and tender (lalk 

Ne'er bends where we do walk; 
Yet in the morning may be fe^n 
Where we the night before have been. O. 



SONG LVL 

IMJTATSD FROM THE MIDSVMMER-NIOHTS DREAM OF 
8HAK8PEARS. ACT 1 1. SCENE V» 

LO ! here, breath this hallow'd fhade. 
Within a cowflips bloilbm deep. 
The lovely Queen of Elves is laid. 
May nought diflurb her balmy deep t 

X^et not the fnake, or baleful toad 

Approach the iilent manfion near. 
Or newt profane the fweet abode. 

Or owl repeat her orgies here ! 

No fnail or worm (hall hither come. 
With noxious filth her bow'r to ftain ; 

Hence be the beetles fallen hum, 
AxkI fpiders difembowerd train. 

The love-lorn nightingale alone 

Shall through Titanias arbour dray. 
To footh her fleep with melting moan, 

And lull her with his fwceteft Jay. 

SONG 
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s o N o Lvrr. 

THE MAD MERRV PRANKS OF ROBIN COOfi-FZLLOW. 

FROM Obercnr, in Fairy-landy 
The king of ghofts and fhadows there, 
Mad Robin I, at his command. 
Am fent to view the night*fportf here ; 
What revel rout 
Is kept abont. 
In every corner where Fgo, 
I will o'er fee. 
And merry be. 
And make good fport, with ho, ho^ ho I 

More fwift than lightning can I fly 

About this airy welkin foon. 
And, in a minutes fpace, defcry 
- Each thing that^s done below the moon. 
There's not a hag, 
Nor ghoft fhall wag. 
Nor cry. Goblin ! where I do go i 
But Robin I 
Their feats will fpy. 
And fear them home, with ho, ho^ ho! 

If any wanderers I meet. 

That from their night-fport do trudge home > 
With counterfeiting voice I greet, 
And caufe them on with me to roam. 

Through 
S 
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Through woods, through lakes. 

Through bogs, through brakes. 
O'er bufh and briar, with them I go ; 

I call upon 

Them to come on. 
And wend me laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 

Sometimes I meet them like a man. 

Sometimes, an ox, fometimes, a hound ; 
And to a horfe I turn me can. 
To trip and trot about them round ; 

But if, to ride. 

My back they llride. 
More fwift than wind away I go ; 

O'er hedge and lands. 

Through pools and ponds 
I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 

When lads and lafles merry be. 

With pofTets and with junkets fine, 
Unfeen of all the company, 

I eat their cates, and fip their wine ; 
And, to make fport, 
I fart and fnort. 
And out the candles I do blow ; 
The maids I kifs ; 
They fhriek— Who's this ? 
I anfwer nought, but ho, ho, ho ! 

VoL.^II. M Yet 
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Yety now and then, the maids to pleafe, 

I card, at midnight, up their wool ; 
And, while they flccp, fnort, fart, and feafe. 
With wheel to thread their flax I pull ; 

I grind at mill 

Their malt up dill, 
I drefs their hemp, I fpin their tow ; 

If any wake. 

And would me take, 
I wend me laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 

When houfe or hearth doth fluttifh lie, 
I pinch the maidens black and blue ; 
And from the bed the bed-clothes I 
Pull off, and lay them nak'd to view ; 

'Twixt fleep and wake, 

I do them take. 
And on the key-cold floor them throw ; 

If out they cry. 

Then forth I fly. 
And loudly laugh I, ho, ho, ho ! 

"When any need to borrow ought. 

We lend them what they do require ; 
And for the ufe demand we nought; 
Our own is all we do deflre : 
If to repay 
They do delay. 
Abroad amongfl them then I go ; 
And night by night 
I them affright. 
With pinching, dreams, and ho, ho, ho ! 

Whea 
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When lazy queans have nought to do. 

But ftudy how to cog and lie, * 

To make debate and mifchief too 
*Twixt one another fecretly, 

I mark their gloze. 

And it difdofe 
To them that they have wronged fo ; 

When I have done 

I get me gone. 
And leave them fcolding, ho, ho, ho ! 

When men do traps and engines fet 

In loop-holes, where the vermin creep. 
Who from their folds and houfes fet 

Their ducks and geeCe, and lambs and iheep, 

I fpy the gin. 

And enter in. 
And feem a vermin taken fo; 

But when they there 

Approach me near, ■ 

I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 

By wells and gills, in meadows green. 

We nightly dance our hey-day guife ; 
And to our Fairy king and queen 
We chant our moonlight minflreliies : 
When larks 'gin fing 
Away we fling. 
And babes new born deal as we go. 
An elf in bed 
We leave inftead, , 
And wend us laughing, ho, ho> ho ! 

M z From 
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From hag-bred Merlins time have I 
Thus nightly revel *d to and fro ; 
And, for my pranks, men call me by 
The name of Robin Good-fell6w : 

Fiends, ghofts, and fprites. 

That haunt the nights. 
The hags and goblins do me know ; 

And belldames old 

My feats have told : 
So Valiy Vale I ho, ho, ho! O. 



SONG LVUL 
THE GRASSHOPPER. 

FROM ANACREON. 
BY ABRAHAM COWLEY E S Q^, 

HAPPY infea! what can be 
In happinefs compared to thee? . 
Fed with nourifhment divine. 
The dewy mornings gentle wine. 
Nature waits upon tj^ee flill. 
And thy verdant cup does fill ; 
*Tis fiird wherccver thou doft tread, 
Natures felf's thy Ganymede. 
Thou doft drink, and dance, and fing; 
Happier than the happieft king ! 
All the fields, which thou doft fee, 
All the plants belong to thee; 
All that fuminer hours produce, * 
Fertile made with early juice. 

Man 
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Man for thee does fow and plow; 

Farmer he, and landlord thou ! 

Thou dofl innocently enjoy; 

Nor does thy luxury dellroy; 

The fhepherd gladly hfeareth thee. 

More harmonious than he. 

Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear. 

Prophet of the ripen'd year ! 

Thee Phoebus loves, and does infpire; 

Phoebus is himfelf thy fire. 

To thee, of all things upon earth. 

Life is no longer than thy mirth. 

Happy infedt ! happy thou 

Doil neither age nor winter know: 

But, when thou'ft drunk, and danc'd, and fung 

Thy fill, the flowery leaves among, 

(Voluptuous, and wife withall. 

Epicurean animal !) 

Sated with thy fummer feaft. 

Thou retir'ft to endlefs reft. 



SONG LIX. 
THE HUNTING OF THE HARE. 

SONGS of Ihepherds, in ruftical roundelays, 
Form'd in fancy, and whiflled on reeds. 
Sung to folace young nymphs upon holidays. 
Are too unworthy for wonderful deeds. 

M 3 Sottiih 
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Sottilh Silenus 

To Phcebus the genius 

Was fent by dame Venus, a fong to prepare. 

In phrafe nicely coin'd. 

And verfe quite refinM, 

How the dates divine hunted the hare. 

Stars quite tir*d with paftimes Olympical, 

Stars and planets which beautiful fhone. 

Could no longer endure that men only fhall 

Swim in pleafures, and they but look on ; 

Round about horned 

Lucina they fwarmed. 

And her informed how minded they were. 

Each god and goddefs, 

To take human bodies. 

As lords and ladies, to follow the hare. 

Chade Diana applauded the motion. 

While pale Proferpina fat in her place. 

To light the welkin, and govern the ocean. 

While ihe conduced her nephews in chace : 

By her example. 

Their father to trample. 

The earth old and ample, they foon leave the air 5 

Neptune the water, 

And wine Liber Pater, 

And Mars the flaughter, to follow the hare. 

Light god Cupid was mounted on Pe^afus, 
IJorrow'd of the Mufes with kiiTcs and pray'rs j 

Strong 
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Strong Alcides, upon cloudy Caucasus, 

Mounts a centaur, which proudly him bears ; 

Poitilion of the fky, 

Light-heel'd Mercury 

Made his -courfer fly, fleet as the air ; 

While tuneful Apollo 

The kennel did follow. 

And hoop and hollow, boys, after the hare« 

Drown'd Narciflus from his metamorphofls, 

Rous'd by Echo, new manhood did take ; 

Snoring Somnus upftarted from Cimmeris, 

Before for a thoufand years he did not wake ; 

There was club-footed 

Mulciber booted. 

And Pan promoted on Coqrdons mare ; 

Proud Pallas pouted. 

Loud i£olus flioutedy 

And Momus flouted, yet follow'd the hare. 

Hymen ufhers the lady Aflraea, 

The jefl; took hold of Latona the cold ; 

Ceres the brown, with bright Cytherea ; 

Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold ; 

Shame-fac'd Aurora, 

With witty Pandora, 

And Maia with Flora did company bear; 

But Juno was ftated 

Too high to be' mated. 

Although (he hated not hunting the hare. 

M 4 Three 
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Three brown bowls to th* Olympical re€tor. 

The Troy-born boy prefents on his knees 

Jove to Phoebus caroufes in nedlar. 

And Phoebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me. 

Wherewith infufed, 

I piped and mufed. 

In language unufed, their fports to declare : 

Till the houfe of Jove 

Like the fpheres did move: — » 

Health to thofe that love hunting the hare. O. 

SONG LX. 
THE IRISH HUNT. 

Tune, S/jcela na guiragh, 

HARK ! hark ! jolly fpbrtsmen, awhile to my tale. 
To pay your attention I'm Aire it can't fail : 
'Tis of lads, and of horfes, and dogs that ne'er tire. 
O'er (lone walls and hedges, though dale, bog, and briar : 
A pack of fuch hounds, and a fet of fuch men 
'Tis a Ihrewd chance if ever you meet with again ; 
Had Nimrod, the mightieft of hunters, been there, 
'Fore gad he'd have fhook like an afpen, for fear. 

In feventeen hundred, and forty and four. 
The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more. 
At ^\t in the morning, by mod of the clocks. 
We rode f/om Kilruddery in fearch of a fox ; 
The Laughlinstown landlord, the bold Owen JBray, 
And fquirc Adair fure was with us that day ; 
Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, that huntsman fo flout, 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and fo we fet out* 

We 
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We caft ofF our hounds for an hour or more. 

When Wanton fet up a moil tuneable roar; 

Hark to Wanton ! cried Joe» and the reft were not flacfa^ 

For Wanton's no trifler efteem'd in the pack ; 

Old Bonny and Collier came readily in. 

And every hound join'd in the muiical din ; 

Had Diana been there fhe'd been pleas'd to the life. 

And one of the lads got a goddefs to wifet 

Ten minutes paft nine was the time of the day. 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his play : 
As ftrong from Killegar as though he could fear none. 
Away he brufti'd round by the houfe of Kilternan ; 
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then. 
Steep Shankhill he climb'd, and to Ballyman-glen ; 
Bray-common he crofs'd, leaped lord Anglefeys wall. 
And feem'd to fay, Little 1 value you all." 

He ran Bulhes-grove, up to Carberry-Burns, 
Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton kept leading by turns : 
The earth it was open, but he was fo flout. 
Though he might have got in, yet he chofe to keep out: 
To Malpas' high hills was the way then he flew; 
At Dalkeyilone-common we had him in view ; 
He drove on, by Bullock, through Shrubglanagery, 
And fo on to Mountown, where Laury grew weary. 

Through Roches town wood like an arrow he pafs'd. 
And came to the ileep hills of Dalkey at lafl ; 
There gallantly plung'd himfelf into the fea. 
And faid in his heart. Sure none dare follow me : 
But foon, to his coll, he perceiv'd that no bounds. 
Could flop the purfuit of fuch ilaunch mettled hounds ; 

His 
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His policy here did not ferve him a rufh. 
Five couple of tartars were hard at his brufh. 

To recover the (hore then again was his drift, 
Boty ere he could reach to the top of the clift. 
He found both of fpeed and of cunning a lack^ 
Being way-laid and kill'd by the reil of the pack. 
At his death there were prefent the lads I have fung, 
Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung. 
Thus ended, at length, a moft delicate chafe. 
That held us Eve hours and ten minutes fpace* 

We return'd to Kilrudderys plentiful board. 
Where dwells Hofpitality, Truth, and my lord ; 
We talk'd o'er the chafe, and we toafled the health 
Of the man that ne'er varied for places or wealth. 
Owen Bray balk'd a leap, fays Hal Prefton, 'twas odd ; 
•Twas (hameful, cries Jack, by the great living God : 
Says Preflon, I halloo'd. Get on, though you fall ; 
Or I'll leap over you, your blind gelding and alL 

Each glafs was adapted to freedom and fport. 

For party affairs we confign'd to the court : 

Thus we finifli'd the reft of the day, and the night. 

In gay flowing bumpers and focial delight ; 

Then, till the next meeting, bid farewell each brother. 

For fome they went one way, and fome went another : 

As Phcebus befriended our earlier roam. 

So Luna took care in condufling as home. 
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SONG LXL 
THE THIEF AND CORDELIER. 

BY MATHEW PRIOR E S Q^, 
Tane, King John and the abbot of Canterbury. 

m 

WHO has e'er been at Paris muft needs know the 
Grf<ve, 
The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave ; 
Where honour and juilice moft oddly contribute 
To eafe heroes pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 

There Death breaks the fhackles which force had put on. 
And the hangman completes what the judge had begun ; 
There the fquire of the pad, and thp knight of the poft. 
Find their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes no more 
crofs'd. 
Derry down, ^c. 

Great claims are there made, and great fecrets are known; 
And the king, and the law, and the thief has his own : 
But my hearers cry out, what a deuce doft thou ail ? 
Put off thy refledions, and give us thy tale. 
Derry down, ^r. 

'Twas there, then, in civil re/peft to harfh laws. 
And for want of falfe witnefs to back a bad caufe, 
A Norman, though late, was oblig'd to appear ; 
And who to affift but a grave Cordelier ! 
^ Derry down, ^r. 

The 
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The fquire, whofe good grace was to open the fcene, 
Seem'd not in great hade that the ihow fhould begin ; 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart ; 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Deny down, i2fr. 

What frightens you thus, my good fon ? fays the pried ; 
Yon murder'd, are forry, and have been confefs'd : 
O father ! my forrow will fcarce fave my bacon ; 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. 
Derry down, i^c» 

Pough ! prithee ne'er trouble thy head with fuch fancies ; 
Rely on the aid you /hall have from Saint Francis : 
If the money you promis'd be brought to the cheft. 
Yon have only to die ; let the church do the reft. 
Derry down, ^c. 

And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid ? 
It reilefls upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, friend ! to-day is your period of forrow. 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, t^r. 

To-morrow ! our hero replied in a fright ; 
He that's hang'd before noon ought to think of to-night. 
Tell your beads, quoth the prieft, and be fairly trufs'd up ; 
For you furely to-night fhall in paradife fup. 
Derry down, £sfa 
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Alas ! quoth the fquire, howe'er fumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu ! I ihall have little ftomach to eat : 
I fhould therefor efteem it great favour and grace. 
Would you be fo kind as to go in my place* 
Derry down, EsTr. 

That I would, quoth the father, and thank you to boot ; 
But our actions, you know, with our duty muft fuit : 
The feafl I propos'd to you, I cannot tafle ; 
For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a fait. 
Derry down, t^c. 

Then, turning about to the hangman, he faid, 
Difpatch me, I prithee, this troublefome blade : 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for which other men die. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 



SONG LXIL 

IN Tyburn-road a man there liv'd 
A juft and honeil life; 
And there he might have lived ftill. 
If fo had pleas'd his wife. 

But ihe, to vicious ways inclined, 

A life moll wicked led; 
With tailors, and with tinkers too. 

She oft defird his bed. 



Full 
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Full twice a day to church he went* 

And {o devout would be. 
Sure never was a faint on earth. 

If that no faint was he. 

This vex'd his wife unto the heart; 

She was of wrath fo full, 
That, finding no hole in his coat. 

She pick'd one in his fcuU. 

But then her heart 'gan to relent. 

And griev'd ihe was full fore ; 
That, quarter to him for to give» 

She cut him into four. 

All in the dark and dead of nighc 

Thefe quarters (he convey'd. 
And in a ditch, at Marybone, 

His marrowbones ihe laid. 

His head, at Weftminfter, fhc threw 

All in the Thames fo wide; 
Says (he, my dear, the wind fets fair. 

And you may have the tide* 

But Heav'n, whofe pow'r no limit knows. 

On earth, or in the main. 
Soon caus*d this head for to be thrown 

Upon the land again. 

This 
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This head being found, the juftices 

Their heads together la;d. 
And all agreed, there muft have been 

Some body to this head. 

Bat, fince no body could be found. 

High mounted on a ihelf. 
They e*en fet up this head to be 

A witnefs for itfelf. 



Next, that it no felf-murder was» 

The cafe itfelf explains ; 
For no man could, cut off his head. 

And throw it in the Thames. 

Ere many days had gone and pafsM, 

The deed, at length, was known; 
And Kath'rine fhe confefs'd, at laft. 

The faft to be her own. 

God profper long our noble king. 

Our lives and fafeties all; 
And grant that we may take advice 

By Kath'rine Hayeses fall *. 

* She was burned alive for this murder, 9th May, 1726. The ballad 
VriU fcarcely be thought void of merit : but it is to be hoped that itt 
author is the only one who ever attempted to be witty on io ihocking a 

fubjeft, 
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SONG Lxrii. 

HOSIERS GHOST.* 

BY MR. GLOVER. 

Tune, Come and liflen to my ditty. 

AS near Porto-Bello lying 
On the gently-fwelling flood. 
At midnight^ with flreamers flying. 

Our triumphant navy rode; 
There while Vernon fate all-glorious 

From the Spaniards late defeat. 
And his crews, with fhouts viAorious, 
Drank fuccefs to Englands fleet. 

On a fudden, flirilly founding. 

Hideous yells and flirieks were heard ; 
Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A fad troop of ghoils appear'd ; 
All in dreary hammocks flirouded. 

Which for winding-flieets they wore. 
And, with looks by ibrrow clouded. 

Frowning on that hoflile fliore. 

* Thfie elegant ftanzas were written (chiefly, perhaps, with a defign 
to inctnfe the public againft the maladminiftratipn of fir Robert Walpole) 
•n the taking of Porto-Bello, from the Spaniards, by admiral Vernon, in 
1739. The circomftancei attending the death of admiral Hofier, which 
happened in thofe parts, 17269 are recorded in hiftory nearly in the fame 
aunner as they are reprefented in the fong. 

On 
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On them gleam M the moons wan luftre^ 

When the Ihade of Hofier brave 
His pale bands was feen to mufter, 

RiUng from their wat'ry grave: 
O'er the glimmering wave he hied him. 

Where the Burford reared her fail. 
With three thoufand ghofts beiide him. 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 

Heed, oh! heed our fatal flory; 

I am Hofiers injur'd ghofl; 
You who now have purchas*d glory 

At this place where I was loH, 
Though in Porto-Bellos ruin 

You now triumph, free from fears. 
When you think on my undoing. 

You will mix your joys with tears. 

See thefc mournful fpeftres, fweeping 

Ghaftly o*er this hated wave, 
Whofe wan cheeks are flain'd with weeping ; 

Thefe were Englifli captains brave: 
Mark thofe numbers, pale and horrid. 

Who were once my failors bold; 
Lo! each hangs his drooping forehead^ 

While his difmal tale is told. 

I, by twenty fail attended. 

Did this Spanifh town affi-ight. 
Nothing then it^ wealth defended. 
But my orders, not to fight: 
Vol. IL N Chi 
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Oh! that in this rolling ocean 
I had cail them with difdain. 

And obey'd my hearts warm motion 
To have quell'd the pride of Spain. 

For reHibnce I could fear none. 

But with twenty (hips had done 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 

Haft atchiev'd with fix alone. 
Then the Bastimentos never 

Had our foul dishonour feen, 
|h>r the fea the fad receiver 

Of this gallant train had been. 

Thus, like thee, proud Spain difmaying, 

And her galleons leading home. 
Though, condemn'd for difobeying, 

I had met a traitors doom; 
To have fall'n, my country crying. 

He has play'd an Engliih part. 
Had been better far than dying 

Of a griev'd and broken heart. 

Unrepining at thy gloiy. 

Thy fucceisfnl arms we bail; 
But remember our fad ftory. 

And let Hofiers wrongs prevail. 
Sent in this foul clime to languifh. 

Think "what thoufands fell in vain. 
Wafted with difeafe and anguifli. 

Not in glotions battle (lain. 



Hence 
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Hence with all my train attending 

From their oozy tombs belew. 
Through the hoary foam afceading. 

Here I feed my con (Ian t woe : 
Here the Bastimentos viewing. 

We recall our fhameful doom. 
And, our plaintive aies renewing. 

Wander through the midnight gloom* 

O'er thefe waves, for ever mourning. 

Shall we roam, deprived of reft. 
If, to Britains ibores returning. 

You negledt my jufl requefl: 
After this proud foe fubduing. 

When your patriot friends you {ee> 
Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England — fham'd in me. 



SONG LXIVc 
CAPTAIN DEATH.* 

THE mufe and the hero together ai^^ fi^'dg^^ 
The fame noble views have their bofoms infpirM } 
As freedom they love, and for glory contend. 
The mufe o'er the hero Hill mourns as a friend : 
And here let the mufe her poor tribute bequeadi 
To one Britiih hero,— 'tis brave captain Death I 

* Written, at U it iud, by one of hit furviving ctew* 

N 2 His 
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His (hip was the Terrib!^ ,— dmdfa] to Ice ! 
Hii Cfeiir were as biave, asd as gallaat as 6e ; 
Two hoodred, or nore, was tliar good oompleiaeaty 
And (arc braver fellows to iea never went : 
Each man was determined to Tpend his laft breadi 
In fighting (or Britain, ind brare captain Death. 

A prize they had taken diminiihM their force. 

And ibon the good prize-ihip was loft in her cooHe : 

The French piivateer • and the Terrible met;— • 

The battle begun, — all with horror befet : 

No heart was difmay'd,— each as bold as Macbeth ;— 

They foagbt for Old-England, and brave captain Dcatlw 

Fire, thunder, balls, bullets, were ieen, heard, and felt; 
A fight that the heart of Bellona would melt ! 
The (hroods were all torn, and the decks fill'd with blood. 
And fcores of dead bodies were thrown in the flood :— ' 
The flood, from the days of old Noah and Seth, 
Ne'er faw fach a man as oar brave captain Death. 

At lafl the dread bullet came wing*d with his fate. 
Our brave captain droppM, — and foon after his matei— 



* CaUed the Vin£eafice,'^Tht flraoge drcomftaoce mentioned by 
iome writcrt of one of the Tcmblet lieutenants being named Divil, 
the fargeon Cbtfl, and of her having been fitted out at Extcutimh' 
dtckp icems entirely void of foondatiom 

Each 
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Each officer fell, and a carnage was feen. 
That foon died the waves to acrimfon from green : 
And Neptune rofe up, and he took off his wreath, . 
And gave it a Triton to crown captain Death. 

Thus fell the ftrong Terrible, bravely and bold ; 

But fixteen furvivers the tale can unfold j 

The French were the vidlors, — though much to their coft,— 

For many brave French were with Engliflimen loft. 

And thus fays Old Time, From good queen Elizabeth, 

I ne'er faw the fellow of brave captain Death. 



SONG LXV. 
THE SEA FIGHT IN XCIL* 

THURSDAY in the morn, the ides of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two. 
Brave Ruflel did difcern, by dawn of day. 
The lofty fails of France advancing now : 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Englifh valour (hine. 
Let fly a culverin, the iignal of the line ; 
Let every hand fupply his gun ; 
Follow me. 
And you'll fee 
That the battle will be foon begun. 

N 3 ' Tourvillc 

* The great navil viaory, intended to be celebrated by this excellent 
•Id fong, was determined^ after a running a£lion of feverai days, off cape 
La Hogue, on tbecoaft of Normandy, the 22d of May, 1692, in favour of 

t .« 
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Toun'ille on the mam triumphant roWd, 

To meet the gallant RuiTel in combat on the deep ; 
He led the noble train of heroes bold. 

To fink the EngliHi admiral at his feet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth afpire. 
The bloody fight's begun, the fea itfclf on fire j 

And mighty Fate flood looking on ; 
Whim a flood. 
All of blood, 

Fill'd the fcupper-holcs of the Royal Sun. 

Sulphur, fmoke and fire, diflurbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic fliore ; 

Their regulated bands flood trembling near. 
To fee the lofty flreamers now no more. 



the EngUfh and Dutch combined fleet i, confifting of 99 fail of the line^ 
under I be command of admiral Ruflel, afterwards earl of Orford, over a 
French fquadron of abr'Ut half that number, commanded by the chevalier 
TourviUc, vrhu(c fhip, LeSohil Royal, carried upwards of a btftadred gunf,aiid 
wai efteemed the fineft veiTel in Europe. This lift fleet was fitted out for the 
pnrpofe of reAoring King Jtmei the fecond to hit dominions; and that 
prince, together with the duke of Berwick, and fevcral great ofTicertj both 
of his own court, and of the court of France, and even Tourville hit icjf^ 
beheld the final deftni£lion of the French (hips from an eminence on thft 
(hore* It is, now, certain that Ruflel had engaged to favour the fchtme 
of bis old mafters reAoration, on condition that the French took Cire to 
avoid him ; but Tourvilles impetuoiiiy and raflmffs reriderid the whol^ 
meafure abortives And the diftrefled and ill-fated monarch retired^ iu s 
At of defpoodcncy, to mourn his misfortunei, and recover hi* peace ef 
nindf amid the folitary glooin of La Trappe. 

At 
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At fix o'clock.the Red the fmiling viflors led, 
fo give a feccnd blow, the fatal overthrow | 
Now Death and Horror equal reign ; 
Now they cry. 
Run or die, 
Britilh colours ride the raOqatlhM main : 

See they Ry amaz'd through rocks and faads. 

One danger they grafp at to Ihun the greater fate ( 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands ; 

The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their lolt eftate. 
For evermore adieu, thou Royal dazzling Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maOers fate begon i 

Enough, thou mighty god of War ! 
Now we fing, 
Blefs the king. 

Let us drink to every EngUlli tat. 9* 




PART THE FOURTH. 



ANCIENT BALLADS. 




ANCIENT BAIrl/ADS. 



BALLAD I. 
LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELEANOR. 

LORD Tbomai lie wai a bold fbrdter. 
And a chafer of the kioga deer ; 
Fair Eleanor was a fine womani 
And Z<ord Thoinat he lov'd her dear. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he &id. 

And riddle us both as one ; 
Whether I Ihall marry with fair Eleanor, 

And let die brown girl alone i 



v» 
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The brown girl (he has got houies and lands, 

Fairbleanor ihe has got none. 
Therefor I charge thee, on my blefsing. 

To bring me the brown girl home. 

And as it befell on a high holiday. 

As many did more befide. 
Lord Thomas he went to fair Eleanor, 

That (hould have been his bride. 

Bnt when he came to fair Eleanors bower. 
He knocked there at the ring. 

But who wtu Co ready as fair Eleanor, 

To let lord Thomas within. 

What news, what news, lord Thomas ? ihe fsud. 
What news haft thou brought unto me ? 

I am come to bid thee to my wedding. 
And that is bad news for thee. 

God forbid, lord Thomas, (he faid. 
That fuch a thing (hould be done ; 

1 thought to have been thy bride my own felf. 

And you to have been the bridegroom. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, (he fdd. 

And riddle it all in one ; 
Whether I (hall go to lord Thomases wedding, 

Or whether I (hall tarry at home ? 



There's 
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There's many that are your friends, daughter. 

And many that are your foe. 
Therefor I charge you, on by blefling. 

To lord Thomases wedding don't go. 

There's many that are my friends, mother. 

If a thoufand more were my foe. 
Betide my life, or betide my death. 

To lord Thomases wedding I'll go. 

She clothed herfelf in gallant attire. 

And her merry men all in green. 
And as they rid through every town. 

They took her to have been a queen. 

But when (he came to lord Thomases gate. 

She knocked there at the ring ; 
But who was fo ready as lord Thomas, 

To let fair Eleanor in. 



Is this your bride ? fair Ellen fhe faid, 
Methinks fhe looks wonderous brown 

Y0I1 might have had as fair a woman. 
As ever trod 09 the ground. 



Defpife her not, fair Ellen, he faid, 
Defpife her not unto me ; 

For better I love thy little-finger. 
Than all her wholt body. 



TUi 
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This bmwn bride bad a little penknife, 

Tbat was both long and ihafp» 
And betwixt the fbott ribs and the long» 

She prick'd fiur £lean6r to the heart. 

Oh ! Chrift now fave thee, lord Thomas, he faid, 
Methinks thoa look'ft wonderous wain ; 

Thou waft us'd for to look wi^i as freih a col6ur. 
As ever the fun ihin'd on. 

Oh ! art thou blind, lord Thomas ? ihe faid. 

Or can*il thou not very well fee ? 
Oh i doft thou not fee my own hearts blood 

Runs trickling down my knee ? 

Lord Thomas he had a fword by his fide ; 

As he walk'd about the hali. 
He cut off his brides head from her (boulders. 

And he threw it againft the wall. 

He iet the hilt againft the ground. 

And the point againft his heart. 
There was never three lovers that ever met 

More fooner they did depart. 

BALLAD n. 

FAIR MAGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM. 

AS it fell out upon a day. 
Two lovers they (at on a hill ; 
They fat together a long fummers day. 

And could noltalk their fill. 

I fee 
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I(ee no harm by you, Margaret, 

And you fee none by xne ; 
Before to-morrow at eigkt o'clock 

A rich wedding you fiiall fee* 

Fair Margaret hibt in her bower«winddw« 

A combing of her hair ; 
There fhe efpied ft^eet William and his bride. 

As they were a riding near. 

Down fhe laid her ivory comfo» 

And up ihe bound her hair ; 
She went away &r^ from the bow^. 

Bat never more came there. 

When day was gone, and night was come. 

And all men faft afleep. 
Then came the fptrit of fair Margaret, 

And Hood at Williams bed feet. 

God give you joy, yoo true lovdn. 
In iMide-bed faft afleep ; 

Lo! lamgoingtomygrafs-greengrave. 
And I am in my winding iheet. 

When day was come, and night was gon^ 

And all men wak*d from fleep. 
Sweet William tohisladyfatd. 

My dear, I've cauic to w^cp. 
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I dreamM a dreamy my dear ladf. 

Such dreams are never good ; 
I dream'd my bower was full of red fwine. 

And my bride-bed full of blood. 

Such dreamsy fuch dreams, my hononr'd fir. 

They never do prove good ; 
To dream thy bower was fullof fwine. 

And thy Inide-bed full of blood. 

He called his merry men all. 

By one, by two, and by three. 
Saying, I'll away to fair Margarets bower. 

By the leave of my lady. 

And when he came to fair Margarets bower. 

He knocked at the ring ; 
So ready were her feven brethren. 

To let fweet William in. 

Then he tum'd up the covering-flieet. 

Pray let me fee the dead ; 
Methinks ihe looks both pale and wan. 

She has loft her cherry red. 

m do more for thee, Margarit, 

Than any of thy Idn ; 
For I will kifs thy pale wan lips. 

Though a finile I cannot win. 



With 
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With that befp^ke the feven brethrd!. 

Making moft piteous moan. 
You may go kifs your jolly brown dame. 

And let our iifler alone. 

If I do kifs my jolly brown dame, 

I do but what is right ; 
For I made no vow to your filter dear. 

By day, nor yet by night. 

Pray tell me, then, how much you'll deal. 

Of white bread and your wine : 
So much as is dealt at her funeral to-day» 

To-morrow ihall be dealt at mine. 



Fair Margaret died to-day, to-day. 

Sweet William he died the morrow ; 
Fair Margaret died for pure true love. 

Sweet William he died for forrow. 

Margaret was buried in the lov^rer chancel. 

And William in the higher ; 
Out of her breaft there fprang a rofe, • 

And out of his a briar. 

They grew as Jiigh as the church-top. 

Till they could grow no higher ; 
And there they grew in a true lovers knot. 

Which made all the people admire. 

Vol. n. O Tiicn 
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Then came tke clerk of the parifh. 

As you this truth fhall hear. 
And by misfortune cut them down. 

Or they had now been there. 



BALLAD IIL 
B At E M A N S TRACE Dr.'' 

YO U dainty dames fo finely fram'd 
Of beautys chiefeil mold> 
And you that trip it up and down. 

Like lambs in Cupids fold. 
Here is a lefTon to be learned ; 

A lefTon, in my mind. 
For fuch as will prove falfe in love. 
And bear a faithlefs mind. 

Not far from Nottingham, of late. 

In Clifton, as I hear» 
There dwelt a fair and comely dame. 

For beauty without peer ; 
Her cheeks were like the crimfon-rofe ; 

Yet, as you may perceive, 
The faireft face, the falfeft heart. 

And foonefl will deceive. 

* The full title of the old copy is, <' A Godly "Warning to all Maidens,, 
by the Example of God*i Judgment ihewed on Jerman*s Wife of Clifton, 
in the County of Nottingham, nvho, lying in child-bed was bom away, 
and never heard of after." A tragedy, intitled The Vow breaker, written 
by one William Sampfon, and printed in 1636, is founded on this ballad, 
and quotes two or three Ycrfes from it, as *' a lamentable new ditty.** 

This 
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This gallant dame (he was bclov*d 

Of many in that place ; 
And many fought, in marriage-bed. 

Her body to embrace : , 

At laft a proper handfome youth. 

Young Bateman callM by name. 
In hopes to make a married wife. 

Unto this maiden came. 

Such love and liking diere was found. 

That he, from all the red, 
Had iloPn away the maidens heart. 

And (he did love him beft : 
Then plighted promi4e fecretly 

Did pafs between them two. 
That nothing could, but death itfelf. 

This true loves knot undo. 

He brake a piece of gold in twain* 

One half to her he gave ; 
The other, as a pledge, quoth he, 

Dear heart, myfelf will have. 
If I do break my vow, quoth fhe. 

While I remain alive. 
May never thing I take in hand 

Be feen at all to thrive. 

This pa^ed on for two months fpace. 

And thea this maid began 
To fettle love and liking too 

Upon another man : 

O 2 On^ 
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One JermsM, who a widower was. 

Her hoiband needs mnft be, 
Becaofe he was of greater wealth. 

And better in degree. 

Her rows and ^mtfe lately nait 

To Bateman flie denied 1 
And in defpite of him and hit 

She utterly defied. 
Well then, qooth he, if it be fo, 

7'hat you will me fbrfake. 
And, like a falfe and forfwom wretch. 

Another hufband take, 

I'hoa (halt not live one quiet hour. 

For furely I will have 
Thee, either now alive, or dead, 

When 1 am laid in grave : 
Thy faithlefs mind thou (halt repent; 

Therefor be well a(nir*d, 
When, for thy fake, thoa hear'it report 

What torments I endur'd* 

But mark how Bateman died for lov^. 

And finifh'd up his life. 
That very day (he married was. 

And made old Jermans wife ; 
For with a (Irangling-cord, God wot. 

Great moan was made therefor. 
He hang*d himfelf, in defperate fort. 

Before the brides own door. 



Whereat 



I 
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Whereat fuch forrow pierc'd her hearty 

And troubled fore her mind, 
That fhe could never, after that. 

One day of comfort find ; 
And wherefoever fhe did go. 

Her fancy did furmife. 
Young Batemans pale and ghafUy ghoft 

Appear'd before her eyes. 

When fhe in bed at night did lie. 

Betwixt her hufbands arms. 
In hope thereby to fleep and reft 

In fafety without harms ; 
Great cries, and grievous groans fhe heard, 

A voice that fometimes faid, 
O thou art fhe that I mufi have. 

And will notJbe denied. 

But fhe being big with child. 

Was, for the infants fake, 
Preferved from the fpirits power. 

No vengeance could it take : 
The babe unborn did fafely keep. 

As God appointed (6, 
His mothers body from the fiend. 

That fought her overthrow. 

But being of her burden eas'd. 

And fafely brought to bed. 
Her care and grief began anew» 

And farther forrow bred : 

O 3 And 
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And of her fnendi (he did iotrcat, 
Ddlnog tbcoi to fiay ; 

Ooc of the bed, qaoth (he, tkis night, 
I (ball be born ^wzy. 

Here comes the fpirlt of my lore, 
, With pale and ghaiUy face. 
Who till he bear me hence awav. 

Will noc depart this place ; 
Alive or dead I am his by right. 

And he will fureljr have. 
In fpite of me, and all the world. 

What I by promife gave. 

O watch with me this night, I pray 1 

And kc you do not deep ; 
No longer than yon be awake 

My body can you keep. 
AH promifed to do their beft 1 

Yet nothing could fuffice 
In middle of the night to keep 

Sad flumber from their eyes. 

So being all full faft adeep. 

To them unknown which way. 
The child-bed-woman, that woeful night. 

From thence was born away; 
And to what place no creature knew. 

Nor to this day can tell ; 
As (bringe a thing as ever yet 

In any age befell. 



Yoti 
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You maidens that defire to love, 

And would good hufbands choofe. 
To him that you do vow to love. 

By no means do refufe: 
For God, that hears all fecret oaths, 

Will dreadful vengeance take 
On fuch that of a wilful vow 

Do flender reckoning make. 



B A L L A D IV. 
THE WANDERING PRINCE OF TROY. 

WHEN Troy town, for ten years wars, 
Withflood the Greeks in manful wife, 
Then did their foes encreafe fo fad. 
That to refill none could fuffice : 
Wafte lie thofe walls that were fo good, 
And corn now grows where Troy town flood. 

^neas, wandering prince of Troy, 
When he for land long time had fought. 

At length, arrived with great joy. 
To mighty Carthage walls was brought | 

Where Dido queen, with fumptuous feaft. 

Did entertain this wandering gueft. 

O 4 And, 
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And, 2; in ha'.l at mcit ihev fit. 
The qjccn, dciimui ner* to hear, 

*« Of thy ur.hAf pr ten rear? »Tir*, 
Declare to me thou TrHan dear : 

The hea«7 hap, and chance (6 bad. 

Which thoj, peer wandeiiaj prince» haA hjid.** 

Acd then, aron, thif ccnieir Lr.t^h;, 
With words demure^ a< hecoald wc!!, 

Of his onhappT ten years wars 
So true a tale began to tel!. 

With words fo fweet, and fight fo 6tfl^^ 

That eft he made them all to weep. 

And then a thc^fand fighs he fetch 'd. 
And every* Hgh brought tears amain ; 

That where he fate the place wa> wet. 
As he had icen thok wan again ; 

So tka: the qaeen, witb ratb thereT-T, 

Said, wonkjT prince, enough, no more. 

Tbe darjL&me night apace grew on. 

And twinkling ftars in fl(.ies WTte ffread; 

And he kis doleful talc had told. 
And every one wias laid in bed s 

Where tbev fuU fweetlv took tkeir rei, 

Ssve onlx Didos boiling bread. 



Tht, 
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Tkit filly womM mmm fl«f4, 

Bm U lift cHuinW, ail alMt, 
At M»^ miillf yi alw«yi w«r<. 

And lo %h0 iMdli fli« iK«dt li«f mew i 
TiMit fli0 iliMii4 Alll dtifv in v«k 



All J tkni in ffM t^ fptut ikt i4|kt. 
Till twinMut IUr« from liy Wfi9 Mt 

And flunlwh wltli kit gUtiffli^ hmmn 
Tlifoii|li mllly ckwdt » | yt> wd ifd i 

TliMi tidhift caiM lo lier aiKMi« 

1 kai all iW TfcjiM fliiftt wfw |fMat 



And ikea tV# que^a, with klQMly kalfr, 
DM torn kei kMft m kai4 m Hme, 

Vet, foiMwkat kitk lo kife kit lifr« 
la woifttl wlla ikamadt kit moaa i 

Aail, lolliag oa kar carrfal bad, 

Wiik figki aad Ibkt, tkafe wonU Ika AMt 



O wff ickad Dido qaaaa I qaoik At, 

1 fea tky aad apfraickii^ aaar i 
For ka li goaa away fioia ikaa» 

Wkoai ikoa dld'll lova, aad kaMlb dM i 
It ka tkaa |oaa» aad fiaiM by f 
O kaarta pfafa** ^7^1 lo dia 

TW«i|k 
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Though Reafon would thou fhould'ft forbear. 
And flay thy hand from bloody fbroke; 

Yet Fancy fays thou fhould'fl not fear» 
Who fettereth thee in Cupids yoke. 

Come death, quoth fhe, refolve my finart :— 

And, with thefe words, fhe pierc'd her heart* 



When Death had pierc'd the tender he«rt» 
Of Didoy Carthaginian queen ; 

And bloody knife did end the fmart* 
Which fhe fuftain'd in woeful teen ; 

^neas being fhipp'd and gone, 

Whofe flattery caufed all her moan ; 



Her funeral moil coflly made. 
And all things fornifh'd mournfully ; 

Her body fine in mold was laid. 
Where it confumed fpeedily : 

Her fiflers tears her tomb beflrew'd ; 

Her fubjedb grief their kindnefs fhew'd. 



Then was ^neas in an ifle. 

In Grecia, where he Iiv'd long fpace, 
Whereas her fifler, in fhort while. 

Writ to him to his vile difgrace ; 
In phrafe of letters to her mind. 
She told him plain he was onkind. 



Falfe. 
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Falfe-hearted wretch, quoth (he» thou art ; 

And treacherously thou haft betray'd 
Unto thy lure a gentle heart. 

Which unto thee fuch welcome made; 
My fifter dear, and Carthage joy, 
Whofe folly wrought her dire annoy. 



Yety on her death-bed when (he lay. 
She pray'd for thy proiperity, 

Befeeching Heaven, that every day 
Might breed thy great felicity : 

Thus, by thy means I loft a friend ; 

Heaven fend thee fuch untimely end. 



When he thefe lines, full fraught with gall, 
Perufed had, and weigh'd them rights 

His lofty courage then did fall. 
And ftraight appeared in his fight 

Queen Didos ghoft, both grim and pale ; 

Which made this gallant foldier quail. 



^neas, quoth this grifly ghoft. 

My whole delight whik I did live. 
Thee of all men I loved moft ; 

My fancy and my will did give: 
For entertainment I thee gave, 
Unthankfully thou dig'ft my grave. 

Therefiv 
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Therefor prepare thy fleeting foal 

To wander with tne in the air ; 
Where deadly grief (hall make it howl, 

Becanfe of me thou took'ft no care : 
Delay no time, thy glafs is run. 
Thy day is pafs'd, thy death is come. 



O Stay a while, thou lovely iprite ; 

Be not fo hafty to convey 
My ibul into eternal night. 

Where it (hall ne*er behold bright day. 
O do not frown,-^thy angry look 
Hath made my breath my Iffe forfook. 



Bat, woe to me ! it is in vain. 
And bootlefs is my difmal cry ; 

Time will not be recalled again. 
Nor thoa furceafe before I die : 

kt me live, to make amends 
Unto (bm^ of thy deareft friends* 

Bat, feeing thou obdurate art. 
And wilt no pity to me fhow, 

Becanfe from thee I did depart. 
And left unpaid what I did owe, 

1 muft content myfelf to take 
What lot thou wilt with me partake. 



And 
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And like one being in a trance, 

A multitude of ugly fiends 
About this woeful prince did dance. 

No help he had of any friends ; 
His body then they took away. 
And no man knew his dying day. 



B A L L A D V. 

THE SPANISH LADYS LOVE. 

WILL you hear a Spanilh lady. 
How ihe wtx>'d an Englifh man i 
Garments gay as rich as may be 
Deck'd with jewels had (he on : 
Of a comely countenance and grace was (he» 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 

As his prifoner there he kept her. 

In his hands her life did lie ; 
Cupids bands did tie them fafter. 

By the liking of an eye. 
In his courteous company was all her joy. 
To favour him in any thing fhe was not coy. 

But at laft there came commandment 

For to fet all ladies free. 
With their jewels flill adorned, 
None to do them injury. 
O, then faid this lady gay, full woe is me ! 
O let me iHU fuflain this kind captivity ! 

Gallant 



2o6 ANCIENT BALLADS. 

Gallant captain, (how fome pity 

To a lady in dillrefs ; 
Leave me not within this city. 
For to die in heavinefs : 
Thou haft fet, this prefent day, my body frect 
Bat my heart in prifon ftill remains with thee. 



•* How fliould'ft thou, fair lady, love me. 

Whom thou know'ft thy countrys foe ? 
Thy fair words make me fufpedt thee ; 
Serpents lie where flowers grow." 
All the harm I wifh on thee, moft courteous knight,. 
God grant upon my head the fame may fully light. 



Ble/Ted he the time and feafon. 
That thou came on Spanifh ground ; 
. If you may our foes be termed. 

Gentle foes we have you found : 
With our city, you have won our hearts each one. 
Then to your country bear away that is your own. 



«* Rcfl you flill, moft gallant lady ; 

Reft you ftill and weep no more ; 
Of fair flowers you have plenty, 

Spain doth yield you wonderous ftore." — 
Spaniards fraught with jealoufy we oft do And, 
But Englifliroen throughout the world are counted kind. 

Leave 
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Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

Thoo alone enjoy'ft my heart ; 
I am lovely, young, and tender. 
Love is likewife my defert : 
Still to ferve thee day and night my mind is preil ; 
The wife of every Englifhman is counted blefs'd. 



** It would be a (hame, fair lad^. 

For to bear a woman hence ; 
Englifh foldiers never carry 
Any fuch without offence/* 
I will quickly change myfelf, if it be Co 9 
And like a page will follow thee, where'er thou gi9. 



** I have neither gold nor filver 
To maintain thee in this cafe. 
And to travel is great charges. 
As you know, in every placeJ 
My chains and jewels every one fhall be thy own. 
And eke ten thoufand pounds in gold that lies unknown. 



9» 



*• On the feas are many dangers. 

Many florms do tliere arife. 
Which will be to ladies dreadful. 
And force tears from watery eyes." 
Well in troth I (hall endure extremity. 
For I could find in heart to lofe my life for thee. 



" Courteous 
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** Courteoas lady, leave this folly. 

Here comes all that breeds the ftrile ; 
J, in England, have already 
A fweet woman to my widfe ; 
I will not fiUiify my vow for gold nor gain. 
Nor yet for all the Biireft dames that live in Spain.^ 



O how happy is that woman 

That enjoys fo true a friend! 
Many happy days God (end her; 
And of my fuit Til make an end : 
On my knees I pardon crave for my offence. 
Which love and true afTcdion did iirfl commence. 



Commend me to that gallant lady^ 
Bear to her this chain of gold. 
With thefe bracelets, for a token ; 
Grieving that I was Co bold : 
All my jewels, in like fort, take thou with thee ; 
Por they are fitting for thy wife, but not for me. 



I will fpend my days in prayer. 

Love and all her laws defy ; 
In a nunnery I will ihroud me^ 
Far from any company : 
But, ere my prayers have an end, be fure of this. 
To pray for thee and for thy love I will not mifs. 



Thu« 
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Thus farewell, mod gallant captain ! 

Farewell to my hearts content ! 
Count not Spaniih ladies wanton. 
Though to thee my mind was bent : 
Joy and true profperity go dill with thee ! 
** The like fall unto thy (hare, moft fair lady*" 



BALLAD VL 
THE LADYS FALL. 

V 

MARK well my heavy doleful tale. 
You loyal lovers all, 
And heedfully bear in your breaft 

A gallant ladys fall. 
Long was fhe woo'd, ere (he was won 

To tafte a wedded life, 
But folly wrought her overthrow. 
Before fhe was a wife. 

Too foon, alas ! (he gave con(ent 

To yield unto his will. 
Though he protefted to be true. 

And faithful to her (till. 
She felt her body alterM quite. 

Her bright hue waxed pale. 
Her fair red cheeks turn'd colour white. 

Her ftrength began to fail. 

Vol. IL f So, 
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So that, with many a forrowful figh. 

This beauteous maiden mild. 
With grievous heart, pcrcciv'd hcrfclf 

To have conceived with child. 
She kept it from her fathers fight. 

As clofe as dofe might be. 
And fo put on her filken gown. 

None might her fwelling fee. 

Unto her lover, fecretly. 

Her grief (he did bewray. 
And, walking with him hand in hand, 

Thefe words to him did fay ; 

Behold, faid ihe, a maids diftrefs. 

By love reduc'd to woe. 
Behold I go with child by thee. 

But none thereof doth know. 

The little babe fprings in my womb. 

To hear the fathers voice, 
Let it not be a baflard call'd, 

Sith I made thee my choice : 
Come, come, my love, perform thy vow. 

And wed me out of hand ; 
O leave me not in this extreme. 

In grief always to (land ! 

Think on thy former promift made. 

Thy vows and oaths each one ; 
Remember with what bitter tears 

To me thou mad'ft thy moan. 



Conv( 



I 
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Convey me to fome fecret place. 

And marry me with fpeed ; 
Or with thy rapier end my life. 

Ere further fhame proceed. 

Alas ! my deareft love, quoth he. 

My greatefl joy on earthy i 

Which way can I convey thee hence. 

Without a fudden death ? 
Thy friends they be of high degree. 

And I of mean eftate ; 
Full hard it is to get thee forth 

Out of thy fathers gate. 

Oh ! do not fear to fave my fame. 

For if thou taken be, 
Myfelf will ftep between the fwords. 

And take the harm on me : 
So fliall I fcape dishonour quite; 

And if I fhould be flain. 
What could they fay, but that true love. 

Had wrought a ladys bane ? 

And fear not any further harm ; 

Myfelf will fo devife. 
That I will ride away with thee, 

Unfeen of mortal eyes : 
Difguifed like fome pretty page, 

I'll meet thee in the dark, 
And all alone Til come to thee. 

Hard by my fathers park. 

? 2 And 
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And there, quoth he, I'll meet thee. 

If God fo lend me life. 
And this day month, without all fail, 

I will make thee my wife. 
Then, with a fweet and loving kifs. 

They parted prefently. 
And at their parting briniih tears 

Stood in each others eye. 

At length the wi(h'd-for day was come. 

On which this beauteous maid. 
With lovely eyes, and flrange attire. 

For her true lover flay'd : 
When any pcrfon (he efpied 

Come riding o*er the plain. 
She thought it was her own true love. 

But all her hopes were vain. 

Then did (he weep, and fore bewail 

Her mod unhappy date ; 
Then did (he fpeak thefe woeful words. 

When fuccourlefs flie fate : 
O falfe, forfworn, and faithlefs wretch. 

Disloyal to thy love. 
Had thou forgot thy promise made. 

And wilt thou peijur'd prove ? 

And had thou now forfaken me. 

In this my great diflrefs, 
To end my days in open (hame. 

Which thou might'ft well redrefs f 



Wo< 
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Woe worth the time I did believe 

That flattering tongue of thine ; 
Would God that I had never feen 

The tears of thy falfe eyne ! 

And thusy with many a (orrowful iigh. 

Homewards ihe went again ; 
No reft came in her watery eye^ 

She felt fuch bitter pain. 
In travail flrong flie fell that night. 

With many a bitter throe ; 
What woeful pangs fhe then did feel» 

Doth each good woman know. 

She called up her waiting maid. 

That lay at her beds feet. 
Who, mufing at her miftrefs* woe. 

Did ftraight begin to weep. 
Weep not, faid (he, but (hut the door. 

And windows round about, 
Let none bewail my wretched flate, 
' But keep all peribns out. 

6 miflrefs, call your mother dear. 

Of women you have need. 
And of fome fkilful midwifes help. 

That better you may fpeed. 
Call not my mother, for thy life. 

Nor call the women here. 
The midwifes help comes all too late. 

My death I do not fear. 

p 3 wah 
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With that the babe fprang in her womb. 

No creature being nigh. 
And with a figh, which brake her heart. 

This gallant dame did die. 
This living little infant young. 

The mother being dead, 
Refign'd his new received breath 

To him that had him made. 

Next morning came her lover true. 

Affrighted at this news. 
And he for forrow flew himfelf. 

Whom each one did accufe. 
The mother with the new-bprn babe. 

Were both laid in one grave : 
Their parents overcome with woe. 

No joy of them could have. 

Take heed, you dainty damfels all. 

Of flattering words beware. 
And of the honour of your names 

Have you a fpecial care. 
Too true, alas ! this ilory is. 

As many one can tell : 
By others harms learn to be wife. 

And you (hall do full well. 



B A L L A ] 
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BALLAD Vn. 
LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND LADY BARNARD. 

AS it fell one holyday. 
As many be in the year, 
When young men and maids together did go 
Their mafles and matins to hear^ 

Little Mufgrave came to the church door, 

The prieft he was at mafs ; 
But he had more mind of the fair women. 

Than he had of our ladys grace. 

The one of them was clad in green. 

The other was clad in paU ; 
And then came in my lord Barnards wife. 

The fairefl among them all. ' 

She caft an eye on little Mufgrave, 

As bright as the fummer fun : 
O then bethought this little Mufgrave, 

This ladys heart I have won. 

Quoth (he, I have lov'd thee, little Muigrave, 

Full long and many a day. 
So have I loved you, lady fair. 

Yet word I never durft fay. 

P 4 have 
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I have a bower at Bucklesford-Buiy, 

Full daintily bedight, 
If thou wilt wend thither, my little Mufgrave, 

Thoufl lig in mine arms all night. 

Quoth he, I thank ye, lady fair. 
This kindncfs you fhovv to me ; 

And whether it be to my weal or woe» 
This night will I lig with thee* 

All this was heard by a little tiny page. 

By his ladys coach as he ran : 
Quoth he, though I am my ladys page. 

Yet I am my lord Barnards man. 

My lord Barnard fhall know of this. 

Although I lofe a limb. 
And ever whereas the bridges were broke. 

He laid him down to fwim. 

Aileep or awake, thou lord Barnard, 

As thou art a man of life. 
For little Mufgrave is at Bucklesford-Bury, 

A-bcd with thine own wedded wife. 

If this be true, thou little tiny page. 

This thing thou tell'll to me. 
Then all the land in Bucklesford-Bury, 

I freely give to thee. 



B«t 
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» 

But if 't be a lye, thou little tiny page, 

This thing thou teirft to me, 
On the higheft tree in Bucklesford-Bury, 

Then hanged ihalt thou be. 

He called up his merry men all. 

Come faddle me my ileed ; 
This night muft I to Bucklesford-Bury ; 

For I never had greater need. 

And fome of them whiilkd, and feme of them fung. 

And fome thefe words did fay, 
And ever when as the lord Barnards horn blew. 

Away, thou lictle Mufgrave, away. 

Methinks I hear the throflle cock, 

Methinks I hear the jay, 
Methinks I hear my lord Barnards horn | 

And I would I were away. 

Lie ftill, lie dill, thou little Mufgrave^ 

And huggle me from the cold ; 
'Tis nothing but a fhepherds boy, 

A driving his fheep to fold. 

Is not thy hawk upon the perch? 

Thy fteed eats oats and hay ? 
And thy fair lady in thine arms ; 

And would'il thou be away } 



With 
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With that my lord Barnard came to the door^ 

And lighted upon a Hone ; 
He plucked out tiiree (ilvcr keys. 

And opened the doors each one. 

He lifted up the coverlet. 

He lifted up the (hcct ; 
How now, how now, thou little Mu(grave, 

Doft find my lady fo fweet ? 

I find her fweet, quoth little Mufgrave, 

The more 'tis to my pain ; 
I would p;ladly give th<'e three hundred pounds 

That I were on yonder plain. 

Arifc, arif'', thou little Mufgrave, 

And put thy clothes on, 
It (hall never be fald in my country. 

That I killed a naked man. 

I have two fwords in one fcabbard. 

Full dear they cod my purfe. 
And thou Aialt have the bed of them. 

And 1 will have tlie worfe. 

The firft flrokc that little Mufgrave (truck. 

He hurt lord Barnard fore ; 
The next ilrokc that lord Barnard ftruck. 

Little Mufgrave ne*cr flruck more* 



With 
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With that befpake the lady fair. 

In bed whereas ihe lay, > 
Although th' art dead, thou little Ma(griy9, 

Yet I for thee will pray ; 

And wifli well to <hy foul will L 

So long as I have life; 
So will not I do for thee, Bamird, 

Though I am thy wedded wife. 

He cut her paps from off her brcafts ; 

Great pity it was to fee, 
Some drops of this fair ladys heart blood 

Ran trickling down her knee. 

Woe worth you, woe worth, my merry men ally 

You never were born for my good ; 
Why did you not offer to flay my hand. 

When you * faw' me wax fo wood ? 

For I have flain the bravefl fir knight^ 

That ever rode on a fleed ; 
So have I done tlM^fiureft lady. 

That ever did womans deed. 

A grave, a grave, lord Barnard cried. 

To put thefe lovers in ; 
But lay my lady o' th' upper hand. 
For fhe came o' th' better kin, 

BALLAD 
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BALLAD VIU. 
PAIR ROSAMOND. 

W(l R N at king Henry rul'd thii land. 
The frcond of that name, 
Bcfide* the queen, he dearly lov'd, 

A fair and cornel/ dame : 
Mofl pffrlcfik wAfi her beaut/ founds 

Her favour, and her face ; 
A fwerter creature in this world 
Pid never prince embrace. 

Her crifped locks like threads of gold 

AppcarM to each mans fight ; 
Her fparklin;( ryc^, like Orient pearUf 

Did q'a(\ a heavenly light : 
'i'he blood within her cryflal cheeks 

Did fuch a coloor drive» 
As if the lily and the rofe 

For fnaftcrdiip did Arive. 

Yea Rofamond. fair Rofamond^ 

Her name was called fo, 
To whom dame Eleanor, our queen. 

Was known a deadly foe. 



Tke 
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The Ring therefor* for her defence 

Againft the furious queen* 
At Woodftock builded fuch a bower. 

The like was never feen. 



Moft curiously that bower was built* 

Of (lone and timber flrong* 
One hundered and fifty doors 

Did to this bower belong: 
And they fo cunningly contriv'd* 

With turnings round about* 
That none* but with a clew of thread* 

Could enter in or out. 



And* for his love and ladys fake* 

That was fo fair and bright* 
The keeping of this bower he gave 

Unto a valiant knight. 
But Fortune* that doth often frown 

Where (he before did fmile* 
The kings delight, the ladys joy. 

Full foon (he did beguile. 



For why* the kings ungracious (on* 
Whom he did high advance, 

Againft his father raifed wars. 
Within the realm of France. 



Btt 
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Bot yet before our comely king 

The Englifh land forfook, 
O Rofamond, his lady fair. 

Hit farewell thus he took : 



My Rofamondy my only Ro(e, 

Tnat pieafeil beil mine eye. 
The faireil nower in all the world 

To feed myfantafy : 
The flower of my affected heart, 

Whofe fweetnefs doth excell: 
My royal Rofe, a thoufand times 

1 bid thee now farewell. 



For I maft leave my faireil flower. 

My fweeteft Rofe, a fpace. 
And crofs the feas to famous France, 

Proud rebels to abafe. 
But yet, my Rofe, be fure thou flialt 

My coming fliortly foe, 
And in my heart, when hence I am, 

ril bear my Rofe with me. 



When Rofamond, that lady bright. 
Did hear the king fay fo, 

The forrow of her grieved heart 
Her outward looks did ihow ; 



I 

^ 
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And from her dear and cryftal eyes 

Tears gufhed out apace. 
Which, like the filver-pearled dew» 

Ran down her comely face. 



Her lips, erft like the coral red. 

Did wax both wan and paje. 
And, for the forrow fhe conceiv'd. 

Her vital (pirits did fail ; 
And falling down all in a fwoon. 

Before king Henry's face. 
Full oft he in his princely arms 

Her body did embrace : 



And twenty times, with watery eyes. 

He kifs'd her tender cheek. 
Until he had revived again 

Her fenfes mild and meek. 
Why grieves my Rofe, my fwceteft Rofe ? 

The king did often fay. 
Becaufe, quoth fhe, to bloody wars 

My lord mufl pafs away. 



But fmce your grace, on foreign coafts. 

Among your foes unkind. 
Mud go to hazard life and limb. 

Why ihould I ilay behind? 

Nay, 
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Nay, rathfr, let mr, like a page, 
^ Your fword and tarpct bear ; 
I'hat on my bread the blows may light, 
That (hould cflTend you there. 



Or let me, in yotir royal tent, 
Prepare your bed at night. 

And with fweet baths refreHi your grace. 
At your return from fight. 

So 1 your prcfcncc may enjoy, 

No toil I will refufc ; 
But waiMin^ you, my life in death ; 

Which doth true love abufe. 



Content thyfdf, my dcarcfl love ; 

Thy reft at home fli.ill be ; 
In Kn^'lind.'t fwcct and plcafant foil ; 

For tnivcl fits not thee. 
Fair ladies brook not bloody wars ; 

Sweet peace their plcafurcs Inccd ; 
The nouriflicr of hc;irt.H coubnt. 

Which fancy fuil did feed. 



My Rofc fliall red in Woodflotk. bower. 
With mufics fwcct dcligiit ; 

Whilft 1, among the piercing pikci. 
Again ft my fucs do fight. 



My 
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My Rofe in robes of pearl and gold, 

With diamonds richly dight. 
Shall dance the galliards of my love. 

While I my foes do fmite. 



And you, fir Thomas, whom I truft 

To be my loves defence. 
Be careful of my gallant Rofe 

When I am parted hence. 
And therewithall he fetch*d a figh. 

As though his heart would break ; 
And Rofamondy for very grief. 

Not one plain word could fpeak. 

And at their parting well they might 

In heart be grieved fore ; 
After that day fair Rofamond 

The king did fee no more. 

For when his grace had pafs'd the fcas. 
And into France was gone. 

Queen Eleanor, with envious heart. 
To Woodftock came anon. 



And forth (he calls this trufty knight. 

Who kept this curious bower; 
Who, with bis clew of twined thread, 

§ 

Came from this famous flower. 
Vol. IL Q And 
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And when that they had wounded hinit 

The queen this thread did get. 
And went where lady Rofamond 

Was like an angel fet. 



But when the queen with lledfaA eye 

Beheld her heavenly face. 
She was amazed in her mind 

At her exceeding grace. 
Cafl ofT from thee thefe robes, flie fidd» 

That rich and coflly be ; 
And drink thou up this deadly draughty 

Which I have brought to thee. 



Then prefently upon her kncc» 

Sweet Rofamond did fall ; 
And pardon of the queen (he cravM 

For her offences all. 
Take pity on my youthful years. 

Fair Rofamond did cry ; 
And let me not with poifon ftrong 

Enforced be to die. 

I will renounce my finful life, 
And in fume cloiAer bide } 

Or clfc be banifhM, if you plcafe, 
To range the world fo wide. 



And 



^ 



A N C I E N T B A L L A D S. ztj 

And for the fault which I hive done, 

Thoagh I was forc'd tberetOy 
Preferve my life, and puniih me 

As yoa think good to do. 



Andy with thefe words, her lily hands 

She wrung full often there ; 
And down along her lovely face 

Proceeded many a tear. ^ 

But nothing could this furious queen 

Therewith appeafed be; 
The cup of deadly poifon ftrong, 

As (he fate on her knee. 



She gave this comely dame to drink ; 

Who took it in her hand. 
And fi'om her bended knee arofe. 

And on her feet did (land : 
And calling up her eyes to heaven. 

She did for mercy call ; 
And drinking up the poifon firong, 

Her life (he loft withall. 



And when that death through Vftxy limb 

Had (how'd its greateft fpite. 
Her chiefeft foes did plain cpnfcfi 

She was a glorious wight. 

CLa Her 
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Her body then they did entomb. 

When life was fled away. 
At Woodftock, near to Oxford town. 

As may be feen this day. 



BALLAD IX. 
THE LAMENTATION OF JANE SHORE. 

IF Rofamond, that was To fair. 
Had caufe her forrows to declare. 
Then let Jane Shore with forrow fing. 
That was beloved of a king. 
Then wanton wives in time amend. 
For love and beauty will have end. 

In maiden years my beauty bright 
Wa* loved dear of lord and knight ; 
But yet the love that they required. 
It was not as my friends defir*d. 

My parents they, for third of gain, 
A hufband for me did obtain ; 
And U their pleafure to fulfil, 
Was forcM to wed againft my wilL 

To Mathew Shore I was a wife. 
Till lull brought ruin to my life ; 
And then my life I lewdly fpent. 
Which makes my foal for to lament. 



k 
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In Lombard-ilreet I once did dwell. 
As London yet can witnefs well ; 
Where numy gallants did behold 
My beanty in a fhop of gold. 

I fpread my plumes as wantons do. 
Some fweet and fecret friend to woo, 
Becanfe my love I did not find 
Agreeing to my wanton mind. 

At laft my name in coart did ring. 
Into the ears of Englands king. 
Who came and lik'd, and love reqoir'd. 
But I made coy what he defir'd. 

Yet miflrefs Blague, a neighbour neaty 
Whofe friendihip I efteemed dear^ 
Did fay, it was a gallant tiling 
To be beloved of a king. 

By her perfuafions I was led 
For to defile my marriage-bed. 
And wrong my wedded hufband Shore, 
Whom I had lov'd ten years before. 

In heart and mind I did rejoice. 
That I had made fo fweet a choice ; 
And therefor did my. (late refign. 
To be king Edwards concubine. 

0^3 From 
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From city then to court I went. 
To reap the plcafures of content i 
And had the joys that love could brinf , 
And knew the fecretj of a king. 

When I was thus advaflc*d on Ugh, 
Commanding Edward with mine eye, 
for miflrcfs Blague I, in fhort fpaoe. 
Obtained a living from his grace. 

No friend I had but, in (hort time, 
I made unto pronation climb i 
But yet, for all this codly pride. 
My hufband could not me abide. 

His bed, though wronged by a king. 

His heart with grief did deadly fting i 
From England then he goes away. 
To end his life beyond the fea. 

He could not live to fee his name 
Impaired by my wanton fhame; 
Althou{(h a prince of pccrlefs might 
Did rcnp the plcufurc of his right. 

Long time 1 lived in the court, 
With lords and ladies of great A>rt| 
And when I fmil'd all men were glad, 
But when I monrnM my prince grew fiid* 
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Bat yet an honeft mind I bore 

To helplefs people that were poor ; 

I itill redrefs'd the orphani cryt 

And fay'd their lives cqadema'd to die* 

I dill had rath on widows tears, 
I faccoar'd babes of tender years ; 
And never look'd for other gain 
But love and thanks for all my pain. 

At laft my royal king did die. 

And then my days of woe grew nigh ; 

When crook-back Richard got the crown» 
King Edwards Mends were foon put down. 

I then was panifli'd for my iin| 
That I fo long^had lived in } 
Yea, every one that was his friend. 
This tyrant brought to (hameful end. 

Then for my lewd and wanton lifei 
That made a (bumpet of a wife* 
1 penance did in Lombard-fireet» 
In (hameful manner in a iheec : 

Where many thoufands did me view. 
Who late in court my credit knew; 
Which made the tears run down my face. 
To think upon my foul difgrace. 

0^4 Not 
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Not thot content, they took from me 
My goodfy my Vivingt, and my fee. 
And cbarg'd that none (hoold me leliefe. 
Nor any fuccour to me give. 

Then unto miftrefs Blague I went. 
To whom my jewels I had fent. 
In hope thereby to eafe my ivant. 
When riches fail'd, and love grew fcant. 

But (he denied to me the fame. 
When in my need for them I came ; 
To recompence my former love. 
Out of her doors (he did me (hove. 

So love did vani(h with my ftate. 
Which now my foul repents too late; 
Therefor example take by me. 
For friend(hip parts in poverty. 

But yet one friend, among the reft. 
Whom 1 before had fecn diftrefs'd, 
And fav'd his life, condemn*d to die. 
Did give me food to fuccour me : 

For which, by law, it was decreed, 
l*hat he was hanged for that deed ; 
His death did grieve me fo much more. 
Than had I died myfclf therefor. 



Tbea 
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Then thofe to .whom I had done good^ 
Dnrft not reftore ine any food ; 
Whereby in vain I begg'd all day. 
And ftill in ftreets by night I lay. 

My gowns be(et with pearl and gold 
Were tum'd to fimple garments old ; 
My chains and gems and golden ringt^ 
To filthy rags and loathfome things. 

Thus was I fcom'd of maid and mf^ 
For leading fuch a wicked life ; 
Both facking babes, and children fmally 
,Did make their paftime at my fall. 

I could not get one bit of bread. 
Whereby my hunger might be fed : 
Nor drink, bat fuch as channels yields 
Or linking ditches in the field. 

Thus, weary of my life, atlength* 
I yielded up my vital ftrength. 

Within a ditch of loathfome fcent. 
Where carrion dogs do much frequent. 

The which now fince my dying day. 
Is Shoreditch call'd, as writers fay. 
Which is a witnefs of my fin. 
For being concubine to a king. 



Yo« 
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Yon wanton wivei, that fall to luft. 
Be you a/Tur'd that God ii jaft i 
Whoredom fliall not efcape hii hA|uI« 
Nor pride unpunifli'd in thii land* 

If God to me fuch (bajne did bringt 
That yielded only to $ king. 
How (hall they fcape that dayly run 
To pradlife (in with every man. 

You hu(bandf • match not bat for love. 

Left fome difliking after prove ; 

Women, be wam'd when you are wiveii 

What plaguci are due to finful lives : 
I'hen, maidi and wives, in time amend. 
For love and beauty will have end. 



BALLAD X. 

TRUE LOVE RE Q^U I T E D j 

Or, 

THE BAILIFFS DAUGHTER OF ISLINGTON. 

THERE was a youth, and a welKb^loved youtb» 
And he was a fquires fon i 
He lov'd the bailiffs daughter dear. 
That liv'd in Iflington. 

She 
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She was coy, and (he would not bclievs 

That he did love her fp* 
No nor at any time (he would 

Any countenance to him (how« 

But when his friends did undcrftand 

His fond and foolifh oiind» 
They fent him up to fair London, 

An apprentice for to bind. 

And when he had been (even long yean. 

His love he had not fecn : , 

** Many a te^ have I (bed for her fake* 

When (he little thought of me/' 

All the maids of Iflington, 

Went forth to fport and play^ 
All but the bailiffs daughter dear. 

She fecretly ftole away* 

She put off her gown of grey. 

And put on her puggi(h attire. 
She's up to fair London gone. 

Her true love to require. 

As (he went along the road. 

The weather being hot and dry. 
There was (he aware of her true love. 

At length came riding by. 



Sbo 
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She ftcpp^d to him it rtd ai any rofe, 

Cafchiftg hold ofhii bridle-ring: 
«' Ffty you, kind fir, give me one penny. 

To cafe my weary limb." 

** I prithee ffreet-heart, can'ft thou tell me, 

Wh^re that thoa waft born.*' 
At Iflington, kind fir, faid (he, ^ 

Where I have had many a fcorn. 

^* I prithee. Tweet- heart, can'ft thou tell me. 

Whether tbou doft know 
The bailiffi daughter of Iflington." 

•* Shc'f dead, fir, long ago." 



** Then will I fell my goodly deed. 

My faddle and my bow ; 
I will into fomc far country. 

Where no man doth me know." 

** O ftay, O (lay, thou goodly youth, 

She*0 alive, (lie ii not dead; 
Here flie ftandeth by thy fide. 

And it ready to be thy bride.*' 

** O farewell grief, and welcome joy, 

Ten thoufand times and more ; 
For now I have feen mine own true love, 

I'hat I thought I fhould have feen no more I 



BALLAD 



ANCIENT BALLADS. 137 



BALLAD XI. 

THE KING OF FRANCE'S DAUGHTER. 

IN the days of old* 
When fair France did flooriihy 
Stories plainly told» 

Lovers felt annoy : 
The king a daughter had. 

Beauteous, fair, and lovely. 
Which made her father glad. 

She was his only joy ; 
A prince from England came, 
Whofe. deeds did merit feme. 

He woo'd her long, and lo, at lafl. 
Look what he did require. 
She granted his defire; 

Their hearts in one were linked fall. 
Which when her father proved. 
Lord, how he was moved. 

And tormented in his mind ! 
He fought for to prevent them. 
And to difcontent them, 

Fortune CroiTed lovers kind. 



• The full title in the old copies, is ** An excellent balla4 «f • 
prince of Engltndt courtfliip to the king of France*s daughter, tad 
how the prince wai difafteroutl j (lain, and how the afbrefaid prhiccft 
was afterwards married to a Fonefter/* 

When 
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When thefc princes twain 

Were thus barr'd of pleafure. 
Through the kings difdain, 

Which their joys withAood : 
The lady loclc'd op clofe 

Her jewels and her treafare. 
Having no remorfe, 

Of Aate and royal blood : 
In homely poor array, 
She went from court away, 

To n)cet her love and hearts delight : 
Who in a forcft great 
Had taken up his fcnt. 

To v/ait her coming in the night : 
But lo! what fudden danger 
To this princely flranger 
Chanced as he fat alone ; 
By outlaws he was robbed. 
And with poniard ilabbed. 
Uttering many a dying groan. 

The princcfs armed by him. 

And by true defire, 
Wandering all that night. 

Without dread at all ; 
Still unknown (lie pafbM, 

In her ftrangc attiro. 
Coming at the lafl. 

Within cchos call. 
You fair woods, quoth flie. 
Honoured may you be. 

Harbouring my hearts delight: 

WHA 
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Which doth encompaft here. 
My joy and only detr» 

My trufty friend and comely knighc. 
Sweet, I come unto diee. 
Sweety I come to woo thee. 

That dioa may'il not angry be. 
For my long delaying. 
And thy courteous flaying. 

Amends for all 111 make to thee. 

Faffing thus alone. 

Through the filent fbreft. 
Many a grievous groan. 

Sounded in her ear ; 
Where fhe heard a man 

To lament the foreft 
Chance that ever came ; 

Forc'd by deadly flrife. 
Farewell, my dear, quoth he. 
Whom I (hall never fee. 

For why my life is at an end ; 
For thy fweet fake I die. 
Through villains cruelty, 

To fhow I am a faithful friend : 
Here lie I a bleeding, 
While my thoughts are feeding, 

On the rared beauty found ; 
O hard hap that may be. 
Little knows my lady, 

My hearts blood lies on the grounS, 

' With 
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Witii due he pLve m grcum» 

Tlia-t did break afuttder 
An tlic teiultr firiogt 

Of hif gentle hern ; 
She who knew his «oice» 

At hi$ ule did wonder, 
AU her former joys 

Did to grief convert : 
Straighi (he ran to fee. 
Who this miD (hould be» 

That To like her love did fpeik; 
And found, when as (he came. 
Her lovely lord lay flain, 

Smear'd in blood, which life did breajc; 
Which when (lie efpied. 
Lord, how fore (he cried ! 

Her forrows could not counted be ; 
Her eyes like fountains running. 
While (he cried out, My darling. 

Would God that I hod died for thee ! 

liU pale lips, alas ! 

Twenty liincs flic kiiTcJ, 
And hi:* face did wafli 

With her brini(h tears ; 
Every bleeding wound, 

Her fair face bedewed. 
Wiping off the blood 

With her golden hair : 
Speak, my love, quoth (he. 
Speak, dear priiicc, to me, 

On< 
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One fweet word of comfort give ; 
Lift up thy fair eyes» 
Liften to my cries* 

Think in what great grief I live. 
All in vain ihe fued. 
All in vain (he wooed. 

The prince's life was fled and gone* 
There ftood ihe ftill mourning. 
Till the funs returning. 

And bright day was coming on. 

In this great dlftrefs. 

Quoth this royal lady. 
Who can now exprefs. 

What will become of me ? 
To my fathers court 

Never will I wander, 
But fome fervice feek. 

Where I may placed be. 
Whilft (he thus made her moaiij 
Weeping all alone. 

In this deep and deadly fear, 
A forefter, all in green, 
Moft comely to be feen. 

Ranging the wood, did find her there. 
Round befet with forrow ; 
Maid, quoth he, good morrow. 

What hard hap hath brought you heiti 
Harder hap did never 
Chance to a maiden ever. 

Here lies flain my brother dear. > 

Vol. IL R Whert 
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A Uf^i^Ji iu my n<9td r 
I'ifiiu I will n*A ffrttr^. 

Hut will d/f my duty $ 
E»U in*: oi my cai/e, 

lf«^l|> tny *:xtntm*i nttd, 
'HiM iofttiUr, fJI tmtzed, 
<>» li'T \trimiy gtvjtAp 

'iill hU htan wait fet on fire; 
if, iiiir m'Auif quoth he. 
You will yf/t with me, 

Vou ihuM hnwt your hoAiti defire* 
He hftniyUi her to hi» mother, 
AimI dhovf ul) other 

Jiff in UniU \\m m.iidens praife ; 
fiori^ wii« hi« heart inflamed. 
At Irnj^ih hrr love he gained, 

/)() /oriune did his glory rii(e. 

'J'liiit liiikiiown he matched 

With the lcinp;ii f'iiir daughter, 
C hiltlirn i'tvcii ho had 

Kra ihe to him wai known ; 
Hut when hr undcrllood 

H\\r wai A royal princcfs, 
Hy ihiit mcun-t at lull 

I It* Ihrwrd forth her fame ; 
lit* iliiiliM hJN children then, 

I 

Not like to other men. 
In |mrty colours ftrange to fee. 
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The right fide cloth of gold. 
The left fide to behold 

Of woolen cloth fiill framed he : 
Men thereat did wonder. 
Golden fame did thunder 

This Grange deed in every place : 
The king of France came thither. 
Being pleafant weather. 

In the woods the hart to chafe. 

The children there did (land. 

As their mother willed, 
Where the royal king 

Muft of force come by ; 
Their mother richly clad 
In fair crimfbn velvet ; 
Their father all in grey. 

Mod comely to the eye. 
When this famous king. 
Noting every thing. 

Did afk how he durft be fo bold 
To let his wife to wear. 
And deck his children there. 

In coftly robes of pearl and gold. 
The forefler bold replied. 
And the caufe defcried. 

And to the king he thus did fay. 
Well may they, by their mother. 
Wear rich clothes with other. 
Being by birth a princefs gay. 

R 2 The 
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The kin^, upon chefe wcrJi, 

Mofl htedfuWy beheld them. 
Tin a crimfrjn blufh 

Hi*, conceit did crofi: 
The more 1 look, quoch he. 

Upon thy wife and children^ 
The more 1 call to mind 

My daughter whom I loft, 
I am that child, quoth ftie, 
Falling on her knee, 

Tardon me my fovereign liege, 
^rhe king perceiving this. 
Ills daughter dear did kifs^ 

'1 ill joyful tears did flop his Speech : 
With his train he turned, 
And with her fojourned ; 

Straight he dubb'd her hufband knight ; 
lie made him earl of Flanders, 
One of his cliicf commanders, 

Tlius was their forrow put to flight. 

BALLAD XIL 

Tllli FAMOUS FLOWER OF SERVTNG-MEN : 

Or, 

TIIK LADY TURN'D SERVING-MAN, 

YO U beauteous ladies great and fmallf 
I write unto you one and all. 
Whereby that you may underftand 
What 1 h:ive fuAer*d in this land* 

I was 
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I was by birth a lady fiur. 
My fathers chief and only heir. 
But when my good old father died. 
Then I was made a young knights bride. 

And then my love built me a bower, 
Bedeck'd with many a fragrant flower ; 
A braver bower you ne'er did fee. 
Than my true love did build for me. 

But there came thieves late in the night. 
They robb'd my bower, and flew my knight. 
And after that my knight was ilain, 
I could no longer there remain. 

My fervant, all from me did fly. 

In th' midft of my extremity. 

And left me by myfelf alone. 

With a heart more cold than any ftone* 

Yet, though my heart was full of care. 
Heaven would not fuffer me to defpair, 
Wherefor in hafle I chang'd my name 
From fair Elife to Sweet William. 

And therewithall I cut my hair. 
And drefs'd myfelf in man*s attire. 
My doublet, hofe, and beaver hat. 
And a golden band about my neck. 
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Wi:h a filver rapi«f bjr dt fide. 
So like a giilkTit I did ride ; 
7 he thing th^a I dtlightsd od« 
It wat to be a fervirg-man. 

Thit in my fumptaous mans arntr, 
I hravf-ly rode ak>ng the way ; 
Arid at the lafl it chanced (o^ 
7'hat I Uj the king) court did go. 

Tlirn to the king I bowr'd full low. 
My love and duty for to (how ; 
Aud (o much favour I did crave. 
That I a ferving-mani place might have. 

Stand up, brave youth, the king replied. 
Thy fcr vice fyiall not be denied ; 
But tell me firfl what thou can'fl do, 

I'hou (lialt be fitted thereunto. 



Wilt thou be ufhcr of my hall. 
To wait upon my nobles all ? 
Or wilt thou be tapfter of my wine, 
To wait on mc when I do dine ? 

Or wilt thou be my chamberlain, 
Til make my bed both fofc and fine ? 
Or wilt thou be one of my guard ? 
And ] will give thee thy reward. 



Sweet 
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Sweet William, with a fmiling face. 
Said to the king. IPt pleafc your grace. 
To fhow fuch favour unto me. 
Your chamberlain I fain would be. 



The king then did the nobles call. 
To a(k the counfel of them all ; 
"Who gave confcnt fweet William he. 
The kings own chamberlain fhould be. 

Now mark what fbange thing came to pafs. 
As the king one day a hunting was, 

With all his lords and noble train. 
Sweet William did at ho^e remain. 

Sweet William had no company then] 
With him at home but an old man ; 
And when he faw the houfe .was clear. 
He took a lute which he had there ; 

Upon the lute Sweet William play'd. 
And to the fame he fung and faid. 
With a fweet and noble voice, 
Which made the old man to rejoicej: 

My father was as brave a lord 
As ever Europe did afford. 
My mother was a lady bright. 
My huiband was a valiant knight. 

R 4 And 
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And I myfclf a lady gay. 
Bedeck M with gorgeous rich array. 
The braved lady in the land 
Had not more pleafure at command. 

I had my muiic ewery day. 
Harmonious IcfToDs for to play ; 
] had my virgins fair and free. 
Continually to wait on me. 



But now, alas ! my hufband's dead. 
And all my friends are from me fled ; 
My former joys are pafs*d and gone^ 
For I am now a fcrving-man. 

At lad the king from hunting came. 
And prcfently upon the fame, 
He called for this good old man, 
And thus to fpeak the king began : 

What news, what news, old man ? quoth he ; 
What news had thou to tell to me ? 
Brave news, the old man he did fay. 
Sweet William is a lady gay. 

If this be true thou telPd to me 
IMl make thee a lord of high degree ; 
But if thy words do prove a lie, 
Thou diull be hang'd up prefcntly. 



But 
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But when the king the troth had fouad. 
His joys did more and more abound : 
According as the old man did fay, 
Sw^t William was a lady gay. 

Therefor the king, without dela^. 
Put on her glorious rich array. 
And upon her head a crown of gold. 
Which was moil famous to behold. 

And then, for fear of further ftrife. 
He took Sweet William for his wife : 
The like before was never feen, 
A ferving-man to be a queen. 



I \ 
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THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD: 

Or, 

THE NORFOLK GENTLEMANS LAST WILL AND 

TESTAMENT. 

NOW ponder well, you parents dear. 
The words which I fhall write; 
A doleful ftory you (hall hear, 
. In time brought forth to light : 

A gen- 
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In N'orfir/.ic Ih'drJ late, 
Wlv/ie weal:h and richet did fa rx oust 
Moft men of hb efhue, 

Sofe fick he wa.<t, and like to die. 

No help that he crmld have ; 
Hu wife by him ax f.ck did lie. 

And both fof[e{A*6 one grave. 
No love between theie two was loft, 

Kach wai to other kind ; 
Ib love they liv'd, in love they died. 

And left two babes behind : 

The one a Ane and pretty boy. 

Not paffing three years old ; 
The other a girl, more young than he. 

And made in beautys mold. 
Thf; father left his little fon, 

A« plainly doth appear^ 
When he to perfefl age fhould come, 

'i'hrec hundred pounds a year ; 

And to hit little daughter Jane 

Five hundred pounds in gold. 
To be pnicidown on mariiageday, 

WJ)i( h mi){hc not be controul'd : 
iiut if the children chmcc ro die 

Krc thry to age fliould come, 
'i'lirir uncle fhould pofTcfs their wealth; 

i'or io tiic will did run. 



Now, 
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Nowy brother, faid the dying man. 

Look to my children dear ; 
Be good unto my boy and girl. 

No friends elfe I have here : 
To God and you I do commend 

My children night and day ; 
But little while, be Aire, we have 

Within this world to flay. 

You muil be father and mother both. 

And uncle, all in , one ; 
God knows what will become of them» 

When I am dead and gone. 
With that befpake their mother dear, 

O brother kind, quoth (he. 
You are the man mufl bring our babes 

To wealth or mifery. 

And if you keep them carefully. 

Then God will you reward; 
If otherwife you feem to deal, 

God will your deeds regard. 
With lips as cold as any (lone. 

She kifs'd her children fmall : 
God blefs you both, my children dear* 

With that the tears did fall. 

Thefe fpeeches then their brother ipoke 

To this fick couple there : 
The keeping of your children dear. 

Sweet filler, do not fear ; 

God 
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€j'/. MTtKt i^rA'f^ me i/x xr/:nt, 

*4*tJL%t v"y- are 1*1.1 i£ g'i'*'t. 

T)*<'f j^r'-fitt beir;^ <5tt4 a&d g<Mie, 

7 /**- '.i».>':r*:fi hoTTtt ht uktt. 
Aft'? bn/.v'. t;.tm homt unto bif iKwie, 

Aii4 tiiu<.h (jf them he tnzkci* 
He haJ fi'/t kept thefe pretty babes 

A tw'^lveir.onth and z dzy, 
hut, h/f their wealth, he did dcvifc 

To iTiakf; them both away. 

J/e bar^aJ/iM with two niffiani rude. 

Which were of forioui moody 
Tliait iliry (hould take the children young» 

And fby them in a wood. 
lie told hit wife, and all hehad, 

i Ir did the children fend. 
To \n: brou;',ht up in fair Ixmdon, 

With one that was hi& friend. 

Awny then went thcfe pretty babes, 

Utjoicin^ at that tide, 
Rrjoi( in|^ with a merry mind, 

Thry flioMld on cock -horfe ride. 
Th'-y prate- ,uu\ prattle plcufantly, 

An ihry rode on the way, 
T(» \\u)(c ihiit fhoulil ihcir butchers be. 

And woik their lives decay. 



So 
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So that the pretty fpeech they had| 

Made murderers hearts relent ; 
And they that undertook the deed 

Full fore they did repent. 
Yet one of them, more hard of heart, 

Did vow to do his charge, 
Becaufe the wretch that hired him 

Had paid him very large« 

The other would not agree thereto. 

So here they fell at ftrife ; 
With one another they did fight. 

About the childrens life : 
And he that was of mildeil^mood. 

Did flay the other there. 
Within an unfrequented wood ; 

While babes did quake for fear* 

He took the children by the hand. 

When tears flood in their eye. 
And bade them come and go with him. 

And look they did not cry : 
And two long miles he led them^on. 

While they for food complain : 
Stay here, quoth he, I'll bring you bread. 

When 1 do come again. 

Thefe pretty babes, with hand in hand. 

Went wandering up and down ; 
But never more they faw the man, 

Approaching from the town : 

Their 
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Tbeir pretty lip?, with black- berries. 

Were all befmear'd and died. 
And, when they faw the darkfome night. 

They (ate them down and cried* 

Thus wandered thefe two pretty babes. 

Till death did end their grief; 
In one anothers arms they died. 

As babes wanting relief : 
No burial thefe pretty babes 

Of any man receives. 
Till Robin red-breaft, painfully. 

Did cover them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrath of God 

Upon their uncle fell ; 
Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his houfe. 

His confcience felt an hell : 
His barns were fir'd, his goods confum'd, . 

His lands were barren made. 
His cattle died within the field. 

And nothing with him ilay'd. 

And, in the voyage of Portugal, 

Two of his fons did die ; 
And, to conclude, himfelf was brought 

To extreme mifery : 
He pawnM and mortgaged all his land 

Ere feven years came about. 
And now at length this wicked adl. 

Did by this means come out : 



I 



Th 
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The fellow that did take in hand 

Thefe children for to kill, 
Was for a robbery judg'd to die. 

As was Gods bleifed will ; 
Who did confefs the very truth. 

The which is here exprefs'd ; 
Their uncle died while he, for debt. 

In prifbn long did reft* 

All you that be executors made^ 

And^overfeeers eke. 
Of children that be fatherlefs. 

And infants mild and meek. 
Take you example by this thing. 

And yield to each his right. 
Left God, with fuch like mifery. 

Your wicked minds requite. 



BALLAD XIV. 
GEORGE BARNWEL. 

AL L youths of fair England, 
That dwell both far and near, 
Regard my ftory that I tell. 
And to my fong give ear. 



A London 
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A London lad I was, 

A merchants prentice bounds 
My name George Barnwel, that did fpend 

My mafler many a pound. 

Take heed of harlots then. 

And their enticing trains; 
For by that means I have been brought 

To hang alive in chaias. 

As I, upon a day. 

Was walking through the ilreet. 
About my mailers buiinefs^ 

I did a wanton meet. 

A gallant dainty dame. 

And fumptuous in attire. 
With fmiling looks fhe greeted me. 

And did my name require. 

Which when I had delar'd^ 

She gave me then a kifs^ 
And faid, if I would come to her, 

I fhould have more than this. 

In faith, my boy, quoth fhe. 

Such news I can you tell. 
As (hall rejoice your very heart, 

Then come where I do dwell. 



I 
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Fair miftrefst then faid I, 

If I the place may know. 
This evening I will be with you. 

For I abroad mail go. 

To gather moneys m. 

That is my mailers due : 

And, ere that I do home return> 
I'll come and yiiit you. 

Good Barnwel, then quoth (he. 

Do thou to Shoreditch come. 
And afk for miftrefs Milwood there. 

Next door unto the Gun. ^ 

r 

And trufi me on my truth. 

If thou keep touch with me. 
For thy friends fake, and as my owiv heart. 

Thou (halt right welcome be. 

Thus parted we in peace. 

And home I pafTed right; 
Then went abroad and gathered in. 

By fix o'clock at night. 

An hundred pound and one : 

With bag under my arm 
I went to miftrefs Milwoods houfe. 

And thought on little harm ; 

Vol. II. ' S And 
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And knocking at the door. 

Straightway herfelf came down ; 
RuiUing in mod brave attire. 

Her hood and filken gown. 

Who, through her beauty bright* 

So gloriously did ihine. 
That (he amaz'd my dazzling ejcs. 

She Teemed fo divine. 

She took me by the hand. 

And with a modeil grace. 
Welcome, fweet Barnwel, then quoth (he, 

UntO'this homely place. 

Welcome ten thoufand times. 

More welcome than my brother. 
And better welcome, I proteft. 

Than any one or other. 

And feeing I have thee found 

As good as thy word to be, 
A homely fupper, ere thou part. 

Thou flialt take here with me. 

O pardon me, quoth I, 

Fair miftrefs I you pray ; 
For why, out of my mailers houfe 

So long I dare not flay : 



Alas, 
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Alas, good fir, ihe Taid, 

Are you £0 ,ftri6lly tied. 
You may not with your deareft friend 

One hour or two abide ? 



Faith, then the cafe is hard ; 

If it be fo, quoth (he, 
I would I were a prentice bounds 

To live in houfe with thee. 

Therefor, my fweeteft George, 

Lift well what I do fay. 

And do not blame a woman niuch 
Her fancy to bewray : 

Let not alFedions force 

Be counted lewd defire ; 
Nor think it not immodefty, 

I fhoald thy love require. 

With that (he turn'd afide. 

And with a blufhing red, 
A mournful motion ihe bewray'd 

By holding down her head. 

A handkerchief *(he had. 

All wrought with iilk and gold : 
Which ihe, to ftay her trickling tears, 

Againft her eyes did hold. 

S 2 This 
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This thing unto my fight 

Was wond'rous rare and ftrange ; 
And in my mind and inward thought 

It wrought a fudden change : 

That I fo hardy was 

To take her by the hand ; 
Saying, Sweet milbefs, why do you 

So fad and heavy fland ? 

Call me no miftrefs now. 

But Sarah, thy true friend. 
Thy fervant Sarah, honouring thee 

Until her life doth end. 

If thou would'ft here alledge. 

Thou art in years a boy ; 
So was Adonis, yet was he 

Fair Venus' love and joy. 

Thus I, that ne*er before 

Of woman found fuch grace. 
And feeing now fo lair a dame 

Give me a kind embrace, 

I fuppM with her that night. 

With joys that did abound ; 
And for the fame paid prefently 

In money twice three pound. 



k 
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An hundred kifTes then 

For my farewell Ihe gave ; 
Saying, Sweet Barnwel, when (hall I 

Again thy company have ? 

O (txy not too long, my dear ; 

Sweet George, have me in mind. 
Her words bewitch'd my childiihneTs, 

She uttered them Co kind : 

So that I made a vow. 

Next Sunday without fail. 
With my fweet Sarah once again 

To tell fome pleafant tale. 

When (he heard me fay {o^ 

The tears fell from her * eye' ; 
O George, quoth (he, if thou do*ft fail. 

Thy Sarah fure will die. 

Though long, yet lb ! at laft. 

The 'pointed day was come. 
That I muft with my Sarah meet; 

Having a mighty fum 

Of money in my hand. 

Unto her houfe went I, 
Whereas my love upon her bed 

In faddeft fort did lie. 

1. 14. eyes. O. CC. 
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What ail* my hearu delight. 

My Sarah dor ? quoth I ; 
Let not my love laflaent and griere. 

Nor fighingy pine, and die. 

But tell to me, mydeareft friend. 

What may thy woes amend. 
And thou fl-ialt fecic no means of help. 

Though forty pound I fpend. 

With that (he turn'd her head. 

And fickly thus did fay. 
Oh, my fweet George, my grief is great. 

Ten pounds I have to pay 

Unto a cruel wretch ; 

And God he knows, quoth (he, 
I have it not. Tu(h, ri(e, quoth he. 

And take it here of me. 

Ten pounds, nor ten times ten. 

Shall make my love decay. 
Then from his bag into her lap. 

He caft ten pound (Iraightway, 

All blithe and pleofant then. 

To banqueting they go ; 
She proffered him to lie with her. 

And faid it (hould be fo. 



I 
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And after that fame time, 

I gave her ftore of coin. 
Yea, (bmetimes fifty pound atonce^ 

All which I did purloin. 

And thus I did pafs on ; 

Until my mailer then 
Did call to have his reckoning in^ 

Caft up among his men, 

« 
The which when as I heard, 

I knew not what to fay : 
For well I knew that i was out 

Two hundred pounds that day. 

Then from my mafter llraight 
I ran in fecret fort ; 

And unto Sarah Milwood then 

My ftate I did report. 

But how (he us'd this youth. 

In this his extreme need. 
The which did her neceffity 

So oft with money feed ; 

The Second Part, behold. 

Shall tell it forth at large ; 
And (hall a (Irumpets wily ways. 

With all her tricks difcharge. 

S 4 The 
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The Second Part. 

Young Barnwel here comes unto thee. 

Sweet Sarah, my delight, 
I am undone except thou Hand 

My faithful friend this night. 

Our mailer to command accounts^ 

Hath juft occafion found ; 
And I am found behind the hand 

Aimed two hundred pound : 

And therefor, knowing not at all 

What anfwer for to make. 
And his difpleafure to efcape. 

My way to thee I take. 

Hoping in this extremity 

Thou wilt my fuccour be. 
That for a time I may remain 

In fafety here with thee. 

With that (he knit and bent her brows. 

And looking all aquoy, 
Quoth (he, what fhould I have to do 

With any 'prentice boy ? 



And 
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And feeing you have purloinVI and got 

Your mailers goods away; 
The cafe is bad, and therefor here 

I mean thou (halt not flay. ; 

Why, fweetheart, thou know'fly he faid. 

That all which I did get, 
I gave it, and did fpend it all. 

Upon thee every whit. 

Thou knoweil I loved thee fo well. 

Thou could'fl not afk the thing. 
But that I did, incontinent. 

The fame unto thee bring. 

Quoth (he, thou art a paltry jack. 

To charge me in this fort. 
Being a woman of credit good. 

And known of good report : 

And therefor this I tell thee flat. 

Be packing with good fpeed ; 
I do defy thee from my heart. 

And fcorn thy filthy deed. ^ 

Is this the lov^ and friendfhip, which 

Thou did'fl to me « profefs' ? 
Is this the great aFedion which 

You feemed to exprefs ? 



1. 22i protcft^ O. CC. 
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Now fyt on all deoeicfkl iboin. 

Hie heft n, I may fpttd 
To get 1 lodging any where 

For money in my need* 

Therefor, faUe woman, now £ucwcB» 

While twerjty pound doth Uft, 
My anchor in Tome other haven 

I will with wiidom caft. 

When (he perceived by his wordt 

l*hat he had money ftore. 
That fhe had gali'd him in fiich ion. 

It griev*d her heart full fore : 

Therefor to call him back again 

She did fuppofe it beft. 
Stay, George, quoth (he, thou art too quick ; 

Why» man, I do but jeft. 

Think'ft thou for all my pafled ipeecb> 

That I would let thee go ? 
Faith no. quoth (he, .my love to thee 

I wis if more than fo. 

You will not deal with 'prentice boys* 

I heard you even now fwear. 
Therefor 1 will not trouble yon. 

My George, hark in thine ear: 



Thou 
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.Thoi> (halt not go to-night, qaoth (he» 

What chance foe'er befall : 
But, man, well faave a bed for thee. 

Or elfe the devil take aU. 

Thus I, that wao by wiles bewitchM, 

And fnar'd with fancy ^11, 
Had not the power to pnt away. 

Or to withftand her will. 

Then wine and wine I called in. 

And cheer upon good cheer ; 

And nothing in the world I diought, | 

For Sarahs love too dear, 

Whilft I was in her company. 

In joy and merriment ; 
And all too little I did think. 

That I upon her fpent. 

A fig for care and careful thoughts ! 

When all my gold is gone. 
In faith, my girl, we will have more. 

Whoever it light upon. 

My father *s rich, why then, quoth I, 

Should'I want any gold ? 
With a father, indeed, quoth ihe, 

A fon may well be bold. 

I have 
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1 bare a lifter rlMj » ed, 

ril lob her ere I'll want. 
Wky then, quoth Sarah, they mzy well 

Ccm/ider of your (cant. 

Naff more than this, an nnck I havr^ 

At Ludlow he doth dwell : 
He u a grazier, which in wealth 

Doth all the reft excell. 

• 

Ere I will live in lack, c]uoth he. 

And have no coin for thee ; 
ni rob his houfe, and murder him* 

Why fliould you not ? quoth (he : 

Ere I would want, were I a man. 
Or live in poor eftate ; 

On father, friends, and all my kin, 
I would my talons grate. 

For without money, George, quoth (he, 

A man is but a bead: 
And bringing money, thou (halt be 

Always my chiefeft gueft. 

For fay thou flionld'ft purfued be 

With twenty hues and cries. 
And with a warrant fearchedfor 

With Arp,uft' hundred eyes : 



Yet 
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Yet in my houfe thou fhalt be fafe ; 

Such privy ways there be. 
That if they fought an hundred years. 

They could not find out thee. 

And fb caroufing in their cups. 

Their pleafures to content, 
George Bamwel had in little fpace 

His money wholly fpent. 

Which being done, to Ludlow then 

He did provide to go. 
To rob his wealthy uncle then. 

His minion would it fo. 

And once or twice he thought to take 

His father by the way ; 
But that he thought his mafler had 

Took order for his iby *. 

Diredly to his uncle then 

He rode with might and main. 
Where with welcome and good cheer 

He did him entertain. 

A fe'n nights fpace he flayed there. 

Until it chanced fo, 
His uncle with his cattle did 

Unto a market go. 

« i. e. for topping and apprehending him at his fathers* PERCIT. 

His 
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Hb kinfman needs muft ride with him ; 

And when he faw right plain. 
Great (tore of money he had took. 

In coming home agaio. 

Mod faddenly, within a wood» 

He flruck his uncle down. 
And beat his brains out of his head ; 

So fore he crack'd his crown* 

And fourfcore pound, in ready coin, 

Out of his purfe he took. 
And coming in to London town. 

The country quite forfook. 

To Sarah Milwood then he came. 

Shewing his (lore of gold ; 
And how he had his uncle ilain. 
To her he plainly told. 

Tufh, it's no matter, George, quoth fhe. 

So we the money have, 
To have good cheer in jolly fort. 

And deck us Ane and brave. 

And thus they lived in filthy fort. 

Till all his flore was gone : 
And means to get them any more, 

I wis poor George had none. 



And 
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^nd therefor now» in railing fort. 

She thrufl him out of door : 
Which is the juft reward they get^ 

That fpend upon a whore. 

Oh ! do me not this foul difgrace^ 

In this my need^ quoth he. 
She call'd him thief and murderer. 

With ^1 defpite might be. 

And to the condable fhe went. 

To have him apprehended ; 
And fhew'd in each degree how far 

He had the law ojSended.. 

When Barnwel faw her drift. 

To fea he got ftraightway ; 
Where fear, and dread, and confcience fling. 

Upon himfelf doth flay. 

Unto the mayor of London then. 

He did a letter write ; 
Wherein his own and Sarahs faults 

He did at large recite. 

Whereby fhe apprehended was. 

And then to Ludlow fent : 
Where fhe was judg'd, condemned, and hang'd. 

For murder, incontinent. 



And 
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And there this gallant quean did die. 

This washergreateft gains ; 
For murder* in Polonia 

Wa& Barowel hang'd in chains. 

Lo ! here's the end of wilful youch» 

That after harlots haunt ; 
Who, in the fpoil of other men. 

About the llreetsdo flaunt. 



BALLAD XV. 

KING HENRY THE SECOND AND THE MILLER OP 

MANSFIELD. 

HKNRY our royal king, would ride a hanting» 
To the green forcll. To pleafant and fair ; 
To have the hart chafed, and dainty does tripping ; 

Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repair : 
Hawk and hound was unbound, all things prepared 
For the fame, to the game« with good regard. 

All a long fummcrb day rode the king pleafantly. 

With all his princes and nobles each one ; 
Chafing the hart and hind, and the bnck gallantly^ 

Till the dark evening enfbrc*d them turn home. 
Then at lafi, riding fall, he had loft quite 
All hi:> lords in the wood, late in dark night. 



Wandering 
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Wtnd'ring thus wearily^ all alone, up and downt 

Widi a rude miller he met at the laft ; 
Alking the ready way unto fair Nottioghamy 

Sir, quoth the miller, your way you have lofi : 
Yet I think, what I think, truth for to fay. 
You do not likely ride out of your way. 



Why, what doft thou think of me ? quoth our king merrilyt 
Faffing thy judgement upon me fo brief : . 

Good faith, quoth the miller, I mean not to flatter thee ; 
I guefs thee to be but fome gentleman thief; 

Stand thee back, in the dark ; light thee not down^ 

Left that I prefently crack thy knaves crown. 

Thou doft abufe me much, quoth our king, faying thus ;' 

I am a gentleman, and lodging I lack. 
Thou haft not, quoth the miller, one groat in thy putfc ; 

All thy inheritance hangs on thy back« 
<* I have gold to difcharge all that I call ; 
If it be forty pence, I will pay all." 



If thou beeft a true man, then faid the miller, 
I fwear by my toll -diih, Fll lodge thee all night. 

Here's my hand, quoth the king, that was I ever. 
Nay, foft, quoth the miller, thou may'ft be a (prite : 

Better ril know thee, ere hands I do take ; 

With none but honeft men hands will I ihake. 

Vol. n. T Thu. 
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Thai rhty west all along actc :h- aillcn hoKSt, 
Where they were feetkiiig of psdxiiBgs and ibide : 

Use miller firft entered ia, then afier hia the kiar ; 
Never came he in (b fmoky a honie. 

Now, quoth he, let me fee here what joo aie. 

Quoth our king. Look yoor £11, and do noi Ijpaiv. 



" I like well thy connteaance, thou kaft as 
With my Ton Richard thii night thou ihalt lie;.*' 

Quoth his wife. By my troth, it h a handlbaw yooth * 
Yet it ii beft, huiband, for to deal waiilj : 

Art thou not a run-away, I pray thee, yoatb, leU ? 

Show me thy paft port, and all ihall be wdl. 



Then our king prefently, making low counei/^ 
With hii hat in his hand, thus he did fay : 

I have no pafiport, nor never was fervitor ; 
But a poor courtier, rode out of my way z 

And for your kindnefi here offered to me^ 

I will requite it in every degree. 



Then to the miller his wife whi(per*d ftcretly. 
Saying, It feemi, this youth's of good kin» 

Doth by his apparel, and eke by his manners ; 
To turn him out, certainly 'twere a great fin. 

Yea, quoth he, you may fee, he hath fome grace» 

When he doth fpeak to his betters in place. 



' 
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Wtlly quoth the millers wife^ yoangm^n, welcome liere, 
And> though I fay it, well lodg'd thou (halt be : 

JPrefh ftrawl will have laid on thy bed To brave. 
Good brawn hempen iOieets likewife, qnoch ilie. 

Ay, quoth the good man ; and when that is done^ 

You ihall lie with no worTe than our own ion. 



Nay, firfly quoth Rkfaard, good fellow, tell me true; 

Haft any Creepers within thy gay hofe f 

Or art thou pot troubled with the fcabado ? 

.t 

I pray you, quoth the king, what things are tbofe ? 
Art thou not loufy, nor fcabby ? quoth he ; 
If thou be'ft, fui-ely thou Ueft not wi(h me. 



This caus'd the king faddenlyto laugh moftheartily^ 
Till the tears trickled down &om his eyes. 

Then to their fupper were they fet orderly, , 

With a hot bag-pudding, and good apple-pies ; 

Nappy ale, flout and ftale, in a brown bowl. 

Which did about the board merrily tronl. 



Here, quoth the miller, good feUow, I diink to thee^ 

And to all courtnob that courteous be. 
I'll pledge you, quoth our king, and thank you heardly. 

For your good welcome in every degree : 
And here, in like manner, I'll drink to your fon. 
Do fo, quoth Richard ; but quick let it come. 

T 1 Wife 
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Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth Lightfbot, 
That we of his fweetnefs a little may tafte : 

A fair venifon pally, then brought fhe forth preiently ; 
Eat, quoth the miller; but, fir, make no wafte. 

Here's dainty lightfoot, in faith, faid our king ; 

I never before eatfo dainty a thing. 



I wis, faid Richard, no dainty at all it is. 

For we do eat of it every day. 
In what place, faid our king, may be bought like to this .^ 

We never pay penny for it, by my fay : 
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here; 
Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 

Then I think, faid our king, that it is venifon. 

Each fool, quoth Richard, full well may fee that : 
Never are we without two or three under the roof, 

Wery well nefhed, and excellent fat : 
But, pray thee, fay nothing where'er thou dott go ; 
We would not, for two-pence, the king fhould it know. 

« 

Doubt not, then faid our king, my promised fecreoir ; 

The king (hall never know more on't for me. 
A cup of lambswool they drank unto him then. 

And to their beds they pafs'd prefently. 

The nobles, next morning, went all up and down. 
For to feek out the king, in every town. 

At 
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At kft, at the millers houfe, foon they efpied him plain. 

As he was mounting upon his fair deed ; 
To whom they came prefently, falling down on their knees ; 

Which made the millers heart woefully bleed : 
Shaking and quaking before him he flood. 
Thinking he fhould have been hang'd by the rood. 

The king perceiving him fearful and trembling, 
' Drew forth his fword, but nothing he faid : 
The miller down did fall, crying before them all. 

Doubting the king would have cut off his head : 
But his kind courtefy there to requite. 
Gave him a living and made him a knight. 

The Second Part. 

When as our royal king came home from Nottingham, 

And with his nobles at Weflminfler lay ; 
Recounting the fports and paflimes they had ta'en. 

In this late progrefs along by the way ; 

Of them all, great and fmall, he did proteft, 

-The miller of Mansfields fport liked him bed. 

And now, my lords, quoth the king, I am determined 
Agalnfl Saint Georges next fumptuous feafl. 

That this old miller, our lafl confirmed knight. 
With his fon Richard, fhall both be my guefl : . 

For, in this merriment, 'tis my defire, 

To talk with the jolly knight, and the brave fquire. 

T 3 When 
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When as the noblemen iaw the kings pldikaiBcfi^ 
The/ were right joyful and glad in their heam | 

A purfuivant tbere wai feot fliaight on the bnfiacft. 
The which had many times been in thofe parti. 

When he came to the place where he did dwell, 

fii% meiDige orderly then he did tell. 



God fave your worihip« then (aid the meflenger. 

And grant your lady her hearts defire. 
And to your (on Richard good fortune and happinefit 

That fweet young gentleman, and gallant yoiui£ iqiiiif» 
Our king greets you all, and thus doth fay. 
You mdH come to the court on Saint Geotges day. 

Therefor, in any cafe, fail not to be in place. 

I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jeft : ^ 

What ihould we do there ? he faid : Mth« I am half afiaid« 

I doobt, quoth Richard, be hang'd at the leaft. 
Nay» quoth the meflenger, you do qxiftake ; 
Our king he prepares 4 great feaft for your (ake. 

Then faid the miller. Now by my troth, meflengcTs 
Thou haft contented my worlhip full well. 

Hold, here's three farthings, to quit thy great geAtlenefit 
For thefe happy tidings which then doft me tell. 

Let me fee, hcar*ft thou me ? tell to our king» 

We'll wait on his mafterfliip in tvtxy thing. 



The 
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The puiimvant rmiled at their fimplicity^ 
And» making many legs, took their reward : 

And* taking then his leave with great humility, 
To the kings court again he repaired ; 

Shewing unto his grace, in each degree. 

The knights moft liberal gift and bounty. 



When as he was gone away, thus did the miller fay : 

Here comes expences and charges indeed ; 
Now we muft needs be brave, though we fpend all we have ; 

For of new garments we have great need : 
Of horfes and ierving-men we muft have (lore. 
With bridles and faddles, and twenty things more. 

Tuih, iir John, quoth his wife, neither do fret nor frown ; 

You fhall be at no more charges for me. 
For I will turn and trim up my old ruflet gown, 

With every thing as fine as may be ; 
And on our mill-horfes full fwift we will ride. 
With pillows and pannels as we (hall provide. 

In this moft ftately fort, rode they unto the court. 
Their jolly fon Richard foremoft of all ; 

Who fet up, by good hap, a cocks feather in his cap ; 

And fo they jetted down towards the kings hall : 
The merry old miller, with his hand on his fide ; 
His wife, like maid Marian, did m;nce at that tide* 

T4 The 



€ 



$$^ ANCIENT BALLADS. 



Tbe idflf a&d Im ooblef , tkat beird 

Meeting tiiii gaUast ksigbt, witib lus fanvc 

Wrkome^ 6/ ksigiit* qooth be, witli tkit yon g^ liif S 
Good fir jc^bo Cockk, oooe tvelcoBie 

Afld fb U tte (^uirtf of ocnuage fo free. 

Qjt^ Dkk, A botf ofi you ; do ] 



Q^^th our Iu0g gratly. How fhoaid I target 
Thott waft miac own bed fellow, well that I 

** Bat I do think on t trick." — ^Tell me tbat, prithee Dick. 
** How we with fartiiig did make the bed bot.** 

Tboa wkorefoo, hzppy knave, then qaotb die ki4g^ 

Speak cleanly to oar king, or elft go fliite. 

The king and hii counfeUors heartily laogh'd at thisy 
While the king toob them both by the hand ; 

With ladiei and their nuidi , like to the Qgeen of Spadeiy 
I'he mi Hen wife did fo orderly ftand : 

A milk maidf curtefy at every word ; 

And down the folki were fet at the fide-board : 

Where the king royally, in princely majefly. 

Sate At hii dinner with joy and delight : 
Whea he had eaten well, to jefling then *h6* fell. 

Taking a bowl of wine, drank to the knight : 
Here'i to you both, he faid, in wine, ale and beers 
Thinking you all for your country cheen 

Quoth 
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Quoth fir John Cockle, Fll pledge you a potde. 

Were it the bell ale in Nottinghamfhire : 
But» then faid our king, I do think of a thing ; 

Some of your light-foot I would we had here. 
Ho, ho, quoth Richard, full well I may fay it, 
Tis knavery to eat it, and then to bewray it. 

Why, art thou angry ? quoth our king merrily ; 

In faith, I take it very unkind : 
I thought diou would'fl pledge me in ale and wine heartily. 

Y'are like to flay, qupth Dick, till I have din'd : 
You feed us with twattling difhes fo fmall ; 
Zounds, a black-pudding is better than all. 

Ay, marry, quoth our king, that were a dainty thing. 

If a man could get one here for to eat. 
With that Dick flraight arofe, and pluck'd one out of his 
hofe. 

Which with heat of his breech began to fwcat. 
The king made a proffer to fnatch it away : 
*• *Tis meat for your mafter : good fir, you muft flay." 

Thus with great merriment, was the time wholly fpent ; 

And then the ladies prepared to dance : 
Old fir John Cockle, and Richard, incontinent. 

Unto this pradice the king did advance : 
Herewith the ladies fuch fport they did make. 
The nobles with laughing did make their hearts ake. 

Many 
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Mm/ tbankt for their paiAs did die kug gne 
Aflurjg foting Richard* if he would wed : 

^* Among tfapfe ladies free, tell me which likech thee ?* 
Quoth he, Jog Groinball, with the red head : 

$k^$ my love, ihe^t mj lile, (be will I wed ; 

She hath fworn I ihall hare her maidenhead* 

Then fir John CrKkle the king called ontohiaiy 
And of merry Sherwood made him overieer; 

Ali^ g>^^ ^^^ oti' of hand three hundred' poond jrearlr $ 
Bot now take heed you (leal no more of mj deer : 

And once a quarter let's here have your view ; 

And thus, fir John Cockle, I bid you adieo. 



BALLAD XVI. 
KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY. 

Ill cell you a ftory, a (lory anon, 
Of a noble prince, and his name was King Jdin $ 
For he was a prince, and a prince of great might. 
He held up great wrongs, and he put down great right. 

Dcrry down, down, hey derry dows« 

I'll tell you a (lory, a ftory fo merry, 
Concrrning the abbot of Canterbury, 
And of his houfe keeping and high renown. 
Which made him repair to fair London town. 

Derry down> &c« 

How 
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How now, brother abbot ! 'tis told unto me. 
That thou keeprft a far better honfe than I; 
And for thy honfe keeping and high renown, 
I fear thon haft treafon againft my crown. 

Deny down, &c« 

I hope, my liege, that yoo owe me no grudge. 
For fpending of my true gotten g9ods. 
If thou doft not anfwer me queftions three. 
Thy head ihall be taken from thy body. 

Derrydown, ke* 

When I am fet * fo high on my fteed,* 
With my crown of gold upon my head, 
Amongft ail my nobility, with joy and much mirth, 
Thoumuft tell me to one penny what I am worth. 

Derry down, &q« 

And the next queflion <thou' muft not flout. 
How long I (hall be riding the world about s 
And [at] ^e third queftion thou mufl not ihrink, 
9ut tell to me truly what I do think. 

Deiry down, &Ct 

O thefe are hard queftions for my (hallow mt. 
For I cannot anfwer your grace as yet, 
But if you will give me but three days ipace, 
{'11 do my endeavour to anfwer your grace. 

Derry down, &c. 

O three 
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three dr/$ fpzce I will thee give» 

For thtt i% the longeft day thoo haft to lite; 

And if thott doft not anfwer thefe qoeftioof r^^* 

Thy head (hall be taken from thy body quitt. 

Derrydown^ ice 

And at the old (hepherd was going to hit CcUd^ 
He fpied the old abbot come riding along, 
Hoir now, mafter abbot ! yon're welcome home : 
What news have you bronght ut from good King Jdm ? 

Deny down, tec 

Sad news, fad news» I have thee to give. 
Fori have but three days fpace to live; 

If I do not anfwer him queftions three, 
My head will be taken from my body. 

Deny down, &c. 

When he is fet ' fo high on his deed/ 

With his crown of gold upon his head, 

Amongd all his nobility, with joy and much mirth, 

1 muR tell him to one penny what he is worth. 

Derry down, &c. 

And the next queflion I mud not flout, 
How long he /hall be riding the world aboat; 
And fat] the third queAion I mud not (hrink. 
But tell him truly v^hat he docs think. . 

Deny down, ^c. 

O mafttr. 
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O mafter, did you never hear it yet. 
That a fool may learn a wife man wit ; 
Lend me but your horfe and your apparel, 
I'll ride to fair London and anfwer the quarrel. 

Deny down, &c 

Now I am fet * fo high on my deed/ 
With my crown of gold upon my head, 
Amongft all my nobility, with joy and much 'mirth. 
Now tell me, to one penny, what I am worth. 

Dcrry down, fcc 

For thirty pence our faviour was fold, 
Amongft the falfe Jews, as I have been told. 
And nine and twenty's the worth of thee. 
For I think thou art one penny worfer than he. 

Derry down, &c 

And the next queftion thou mayeft not flout, 
H<hv long I (hall be riding the world about. 
You muft rife with the fun and ride with the fame 
Until the next morning he rifes again ; 
And then I am fure, you will make no doubts 
But in twenty-four hours you'll ride it about. 

Derry down, &c. 

And [at] the third qneftion tkou muft not ihrink. 
But tell to me truly what I do think. 
All that I can do, and 'twill make your grace menj. 
For you think I'm the abbot of Canterbury ; 

Bat 
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But Fm his poor fhepherd, as you may fee, 

And am come to beg pardon for *idm' andfbrme. 

Derry down. Sec, 

The king he turn'd him about and did fmile. 

Saying, thou (halt be the abbot the other while. 

O no» my grace, there is no fuch need^ 

For I can neither write nor read. 

Derry down, &c. 

Then four pounds a week will 1 give onto thee, 
For this merry true jefl thou haft told unto me ; 
And tell the old abbot when thou comeft home. 
Thou haft brought him a pardon from good King John* 

Deny down, kQ» 



BALLAD XVtt. 

THE SCOTCHMAN OUTWITTED BY THE 
FARMERS DAUGHTER. 

COLD and raw the North did blow» 
Bleak in the morning early> 
All the hills were hid with fhow, 

Cover'd with winter yearly ; 1^ 

As I was riding o'er the ftough^ 

I met with a farmers daughter* 
Rofy cheeks, and a bonny brow* 
Good faith my mouth did water* 

Down 
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Down I vaird my bonnet low, 

Meaning to ihow my breeding ; 
Sac returned a graceful bow. 

Her vifage far exceeding : 
I aik'd her where (he was going fo foon, 

And long'd to hold a parley ; 

She told me, to the next market-town* 
On purpofe to fell her barley. 

In this purfe, fweet foul, faid I, 

Twenty pounds lies fairly^ 
Seek no fiirther one to buy. 

For Ife take all thy barley : 
Twenty pound more fhall purchafe delight, 

Thy pcrfon I love fo dearly, 
If thou wilt lig with me all night. 

And gang home in the morning early. 

If forty pound would buy the globe. 

This thing I would not do, fir» 
Or were my friends as poor as Job» 

rd never raife *em fo, fir ; 
For fliould you prove one night my friend, 

Wefe get a young kid together, 
And you'd be gone ere nine months end. 

Then where ihould I find the father ? 

Tray, what would my parents fay, 

Ifl ihould befo filly 
To give my maidenhead away,** 

And lofe my true love Billy ? 

Oh. 
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(At tkii woald bring me to dlfgnce. 

And therefor I fzy you my, ur : 
And if that you would me embrace, 

Ftrfk mvry, and then yoo maj, £r» 

I lold lier» I had wedded been 

Fourteen years, and longer, 
Elfc I'd choofe her for roy queen. 

And tie the knot more llronger. 
She bid me then no farther come. 

But manage my wedlock fairly. 
And keep my purfc for poor fpoufe at home^ 

For fome other fliould buy her barley. 

Then, ai fwift as any roe. 

She rode away and left me ; 
After her I could not go, 

Of joy (he quite bereft me : 
Thui I myfelf did difappoint. 

For flie did leave me fairly ; 
My words knocked all things out of joint, 

I loft both maid and barley. 

Riding down a narrow lane. 

Some two or thret hours after, 
There I chancM to meet again 

I'his farmers bonny daughter : 
Although it was both raw and cold, 

I ilay'd to hold a parley, 
And fhow'd once more my purfe of goId> 

When as (he had fold her barley. 



Love, 
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Love, faid I, pray do not frov/n. 

But let lis change embraces^ 
I'll buy thee a line iilken gown» 

With ribbons, gloves, and laces^ 
A ring and bodkin, muff and fan> 

No lady (hall have neater ; 
For, as I am an honeft man, 

I ne'er faw a Tweeter creature. 

Then I took her by the hand. 

And faid. My deareft jewel. 
Why fhould'ft thou thus difputing (land ! 

t prithee be not cruel. 
She found my mind was wholly bent 

To pleafure my fond defire. 
Therefor (he Teemed to confent. 

But I wifh I had never come nigh Jier. 

Sir, faid fhe, what fhall I do. 

If I commit this evil. 
And yield myfelf in love with yon f 

I hope you. will prove civil. 
You talk of ribbons, gloves, and rings^ 

And likewife gold and treafure ; 
Oh, let me firft enjoy thofe things. 

And then you (hall have'your pleafose* 

Sure thy will fhall be obey'd, 
, Said I, my own dear honey. 
Then intd her lap I kid 
Full forty pounds in money ; 

Vol. n. U Wc'U 
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We'll to the market-town this diy. 

And flraightway end this qaame]. 
And deck thee like a lady ga}'. 

In flourifhing rich apparel. 

All my gold and filver there 

To her I did deliver ; 
On the road we did repair^ 

Out-coming to a river^ 
Whofe waters are both deep and wide. 

Such rivers I ne'er fee many. 
She leap'd her mare on the other fide. 

And left me not one penny. 

Then my heart was funk fall low. 

With grief and care furrounded. 
After her I could not go. 

For fear of being drowned. 
She turn'd about, and faid. Behold, 

I am not for your devotion ; 
But, fir, I thank you for your gold, 

'Twill krve to enlarge my portion. 

I began to (lamp and flare, 

To fee what fliehad a6led ; 
With my hands I tore my hair. 

Like one that was diflradled : 
Give me my money, then I cried. 

Good faith I did but lend it. 
But fhefuU fad away did ride^ 

And vowM fhe did not intend it. 
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BALLAD XVin. 
SIR LANCELOT D U L J K £.• 

WHEN Arthur firft in court began. 
And was approved king ; 
By force of arms great viflories won« 
And con^uefl home did bring 1 

Then into Britain ftraight he came, 

Where fifty good and able 
Knights then repaired unto him. 
Which were of the Round Table* 

And many juils and tournaments 

Before him there werepreft. 
Wherein thefe knights did then excell. 

And far furmount the reft. 

But one Sir Lancelot du Lake^ 

Who was approved well. 
He, in his fights and deeds of arms. 

All others did excell. 

When he had reded him a while. 

To play, and game, and fport ; 
He thought he would approve himfelf 

In fome advent'rous fort : 

• Tht title of the old copies it, but Tcry improperly, ** The noUe 
atchievementt of king Arthur, and hit knights of tht roaad table* To 
the tunc of Flying Fame.^ 

U 2 He 
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He armed rode in foreft wide. 

And met a damfel fair. 
Who told him of adventnret great ; 

Whereto he gave good ear. 

Why flionld not I ? quoth Lancelot tho» 

For that caufe came I hither. 
Thou feem'fty quoth ihe, a knight right good. 

And I will bring thee thither. 

Whereas the mightieft knight doth dwell. 

That now is of great fame : 
Wherefdr tell me what knight thou art ; 

And then what is thy name. 

** My name is Lancelot du Lake." 

Quoth (he. It likes me, then ; 
Here dwells a kiright that never was 

O'crmatch'd of any roan ; 

Who hath in prifon threefcore knights 
And four, that he hath bound; 

Knights of King Arthurs court they be. 
And of the Table Round. 

She brought him to a river then, 

And alfo to a tree, 
Whereai a copper bafon hung, 

His fellows ihields to fee. 



He 
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He ilruck fo hard» the bafbn broke i 

When Tarquin heard the found. 
He drove a horfe before him ftraight. 

Whereon a knight was bound. 

Sir knight, then faid Sir Lancelot, 

Bring me that horfe load hither. 
And lay him down, and let him reil ; 

We'll try our force together: 

^or, as I underfhind, thoa haft. 

As far as thou art able. 
Done great defpite and ihame unto 

The knights of the Round Table. 

If thou art of the Table Round, 

Quoth Tarquin fpeedily. 
Both thee, and all thy fellowfliip* 

I utterly defy. 

That's over much, quoth Lancelot tho ; 

Defend th^e by and by. 
They put their fpurs unto their fteeds. 

And each at other fly. 

They couch'd their fpears, and horfes run. 

As though they had been thunder ; 
And each ftruck then upon the fhield. 

Wherewith they brake afundcr. 

U 3 Their 
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Their horfes backs brake under them ; 

The knights they were aflound : 
To avoid their horfes they made haile 

To light upon the ground. 

They took then> to their (hields full faft^ 

Their fwords they 4rcw out then ; 
With mighty ilrokes moil eager)/ 

Each one at other run. 

They wounded werp> and blpd full (ore. 
For breath they both did (land ; 

And leaning on their fwor4s a while^ 
Quoth Tarquin, Hold thy hand \ 

And tell to me what I ihall afk. 

Say on, quoth Lancelot tho. 
Thou art, quoth Tarquin, the bcfl knight 

That ever I did know ; 

And like a knight that I did hate : 

So that thou be not he, 
I will deliver all the reft. 

And eke accord with thee. 

That is well faid, quoth Lancelot then ; 

But fith it fo mufl be. 
What is the knight thou hateft thus^ 

I pray thee Ihow to me I 



His 
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His name is Lancelot du Lake ; 

He flew my brother dear ; 
Him I fufpedl of all the refl : 

I would I had him here. 

** Thy wi(h thou had, but now unknown ; 

I am Lancelot du Lake« 
Now knight of Arthurs table round, 

Xing Hands fon of fienwake : 

And I defy thee, do thy worft." 

Ha, ha, quoth Tarquin thoy 
One of us two fhall end our lives. 

Before that we do go. 

If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 

Then welcome fhalt thou be ; 

* 

Wherefor fee thou thyfelf defend. 
For now I defy thee. 

They hurled then together faft. 

Like two wild boars fo rafhing. 
And with their fwords and ihields they ran 

At one another flafhing: 

The ground befprinkled was with blood, 

Tarquin began to faint ; 
For he had backM, and bore his ihield 
So low, he did repent. 
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Which foon efpied Lancelot tho ; 

He leap'd apon him then» 
He pull'd him down upon his knee. 

And ruflied off his helm ; 

'And then [he] ftruck his neck in two: 

And, when he had done fo, 
from prifon threefcore knights and fou|^ 
Lancelot delivered tho. 



BALLAD XIX. 

SIR GUY OF WARWICK.^ 

WA S ever knight, for ladys fake. 
So tofs'd in love, as L Sir Guy, 
For PhilHs fair, that lady bright 

As ever man beheld with eye ? 
5he gave me leave myfclf to try. 

The valiant knight with fhield and fpeir^ 
Ere that her love fhe would grant me ; 
Which made me venture far ^nd near. 



* The full title if, '* A pleafant fong of the valiant deeds of chivalry 
atchieved by that noble kjiigbt. Sir Guy of Warwick^ who for the lo¥t of 
Fair Phillii became a hermet, and died in a cave of a craggy rock n 
mile diftant from Warwick. Tune, Was ever Man, ftc/* 
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The proud Sir Gay, a baron bold. 

In deeds of arms the donghty knight » 
That every day in England was. 

With fword and fpear in field to fight | 
An Englilh man I was by birth. 

In faith of Chrift a Chriftian true ; 
The wicked laws of infidels 

I fought by power to fnbdiie. 

Two hundred twenty years, and odd 

After our faviour Chrifl his birth. 
When king Athelftan wore the crown, 

I lived here upon the earth. 
Sometime I was of Warwick earl. 

And, as I faid, on very truth, 
A ladys love did me conflrain 

To feek ftrange ventures in my youth : 

7o try n^ fame by feats of arms. 

In ftrange and fundry heathen lands ; 
Vhere I atchieved, for her fake. 

Right dangerous conquefls with my hands. 
F»r firft I faird to Normandy, 

And there I floutly won in fight. 
Tit emperonrs daughter of Almain, 

?rom many a valiant worthy knight. 

Tbn pafled I the fcas of Greece, 
^'o help the emperour to his right, 

Aginfl the mighty foldans hoil 
Of puiffant Pcrfians for to fight : 
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Where I did flay of Saracens, 
And heathen pagans, many a man. 

And flew the foldans couiin dear. 
Who had to name, doughty Colbrbn. 

Ezkeldered, that famous knight. 

To death likewife I did purfae. 
And Almain, king of Tyre, alfo. 

Moil terrible too in fight to view : 
I went into die foldans hofl. 

Being thither on ambaflage fent. 
And brought away his head with me, 

I having flain him in his tent. 

There was a dragon in the land. 

Which I alfo myfelf did flay. 
As he a Hon did purfue» 

Mod fiercely met me by the way. 
From thence I pafs'd the feas of Greece, 

And came to Pavy land aright. 
Where I the duke of Pavy kiird. 

Hit heinous treafon to requite. 

And after came into this land. 

Towards fair Phillis, lady bright ; 
For love of whom I traveled fiir, 

To try my manhood and my might. 
But when I had efpoufed her, 

I ftay'd with her but forty days. 
But there I left this lady fair. 

And then I went beyond the fcas. 
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All clad in gray, in pilgrim fbrt^ 

My voyage from her I did take. 
Unto that blefled holy land. 

For Jefns Chrift my faviours fake : 
Where I earl Jonas did redeem. 

And all his Tons, which were fifteen. 
Who with the cruel Saracen, 

In prifon for long time had beea* 

I flew the giant Amarant, 

Jn battle fiercely hand to hand : 
And doughty Barknard killed I, 

The mighty duke of that fame land. 
Then I to England came again. 

And here with' Colbroyi fell I foujiht. 
An ugly giant, which the Danes 

Had for their champiop hither brought, 

I overcame him in the field. 

And flew him dead right valiantly $ 
Where I the land did theji redeeol 

From Danifh tribute utterly ; 
And afterwards I offered up 

The ufe of weapons folemnly. 
At Winchefler, whereas I fought. 

In fight of many far and nigh. 

Jn Windfbr-forefl I did flay 

A boar of pafiing might and flrength i 

The like in Bngland never was, 
l^or hugenefs, both in breadth and length. 

S<MB# 
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Some of his bones in Warwick, yet* 
Within the cafllc there^ do lie ; 

Oae cf his (hield-bones, to this day. 
Hangs in the city of Coventry. 

Ob Drnifmore-heatb I alfo flew 

A monflroas, wild, and cruel beaft, 
Caird the dun-cow of Dunfmore-heath ; 

Which many people had opprefs'd : 
Some of her bones in Warwick, yet. 

Still for a monument doth lie ; 
Which, unto every lookers view, 

Aa wond'rous ftrange, they may efpy. 

Another dragon in the land, 

I alfo did in fight deflroy. 
Which did both men and beafls opprefs. 

And all the country fore annoy. 
And then to Warwick cair.c again. 

Like pilgrim poor, and was not known. 
And there I liv*d a hermits life, 

A mile and more out of the town. 

Where, with my hand, I hew*d a houfe. 

Out of a craggy rock of florfe ; 
And lived like a palmer poor, 

Within that cave, myfclf alone ; 
And dayly came to beg my food 

Of Phillis, at my caftle-gate. 

Not known unto my loving wife. 
Who doyly mourned for her mate. 
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Till at the laft I fell fore fick. 

Yea, fick fo fore that I mud die ; 
I fent to her a ring of gold. 

By which fhe knew me prefendy. 
Then flie repaired to the cave. 

Before that I gave op the ghoft ; 
Herfelf clos'd up my dying eyes : 

My Phillis fair, whom I lov'd moSt^ 

Thus dreadful Death did me arrefl^ 

To bring my corpfe unto the grave ; 
And like a palmer died I, 

Whereby. I hope my foul to ikvc 
My body in Warwick yet doth lie. 

Though now it is confum'd to mold 5 
My ftature was engraven in Hone, 

This prefent day you may behold. 



BALLAD XX, 
THE HONOUR OF A LONDON PRENTIOE, 

OF a worthy London prentice 
My purpofe is to (peak. 
And tell his brave adventures 
Done for his countrys fake : 
Seek all the world about. 

And you ihall hardly find 
A man in valour to exceed 
A prentice' gallant mind* 
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He wu born [and bred] in Chefhire, 

The chief of men was he. 
Tram thence brooght up to London^ 

A pientice for to be. 
A nerchint on the bridge 

pid like his fervice fo. 
That, for three years, his fador 

To Turkey he ihooki 



And in that famous coontry 

One year he had not been, 
i^re he by tilt maintained 

The honoar of his queen ; 
Elizabeth his princeft 

He nobly did make known. 
To be the phoenix of the world. 

And none but fhe alone. 

In armour nchly gilded. 

Well mounted on a ileed. 
One fcore of knights moil hardy 

One day he made to bleed; 
And brought them all to ground. 

Who proudly did deny 
Cli'/abcth to be the pearl 

Of princely roajcfly. 

The king of that fame country 
I'hereat began to frown. 

And wil rd his fon, there prefent. 
To pull this ^oungfter down ; 



Who, 
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Who, at his fathers words, 

Thefe boafling fpeeches faid. 
Thou art a traitor, EngliA boy. 

And haft the traitor playM. 

** I am no boy, nor traitor. 

Thy fpeeches I defy. 
For which I'll be revenged 

Upon thee, by and by; 
A London prentice ftill 

Shall prove as good a man. 
As any of your Turkilh knights. 

Do all the bell you can.'' 

And therewithall he gave him 

A box upon the ear. 
Which broke his neck afander. 

As plainly doth appear. 
Now know, proud Turk, quoth he, 

I am no Englifh boy. 
That can, with one fmall box o' th* car. 

The prince of Turks deilroy. 

When as the king perceived 

His fon fo ftrangely flain. 
His foul was fore afHidbed, 

With more than mortal pain ; 
And, in revenge thereof. 

He fwore that he fhould die 
The crueril death that ever man 

Beheld with mortal eye. 

Two 
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Two lions were prrpared 

Thii prentice to devoor. 
Near famifli'd op with hunger. 

Ten dayi within a tower. 
To make them far more fierce. 

And eager of their prey. 
To glut themfelvei with human gon^ 

Upon this dreadful day* 

The appointed time of torment 

At length grew nigh at hand. 
Where all the noble ladies 

And barons of the land 
Attended on the king. 

To fee this prentice flain. 
And buried in the hungry maws 

Of thofe fierce lions twain. 

Then in his Hiirt of cambric. 

With filk moft richly wrought^ 
This worthy London prentice 

Was from the prifon brought^ 
And to the lions given 

To ilanch their hunger great. 
Which had not eat in ten days ipace 

Not one fmall bit of meat. 

But God, that knows all fecrets. 

The matter fo contriv'd. 
That by this young mans valour 

They were of life deprived ; 
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For, being faint for food. 
They fcarcely tould withftand 

The noble force, and fortitude^ 
And courage of hl3 hand: 

For when the hungry lions 

Had call on him their eyes^ 
The elements did thunder 

With the echo of their cries : 
And running all amain 

His body to devour. 
Into their throats he thruft hit arms^ 

With all his might and power : 

From thence, by manly valour. 

Their hearts he tore in fuhder. 
And at the king he threw them. 

To all the peoples wondb*. 
This have I done, quoth he. 

For lovely Enghtads ftkfe. 
And for my countrys maiden queen 

Much more iHll undeltifbe. 

t 

But when the king perceived 

His wrathful lions he&'ts, 
Afflifled with gredt terror. 

His rigour foon reverts ; 
And turned all his hate 

Into remorfe and love. 
And faid, it is fome angel. 
Sent down from heaven above. 

Vol. n. 3L No. 
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tfOf BO, I ajB no aagd. 

The courttoos Toaog man iaid. 
Bat bora in fiuBOos Rngland, 

Where Gods fvord if obej'd ; 
Aiified by the heareai. 

Who did me thtu bcMend, 
Or elie they had, noft cmeUjr, 

Brought here my life tocnd* 

The king, in heart amazedy 

Lift up hu eyes to hearen. 
And, for hift fool ofieooe* 

Did crave to be forpvtn ; 
Believing that no land 

Like England may be ieen. 
No people better governed 

By virtue of a queen. 

80f taking up this young man. 

He pardoned him hi« life. 
And gave his daughter to him. 

To be hifl wedded wife : 
Where then they did remain> 

And live in quiet peace. 
In fpending of their happy days 

In joy and loves, increafe. 
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BALLAD XXI. 
THE DRAGON OF WANTLEY. 

OL D ftories tell, how Hercules 
A dragon flew at Lerna, 

With feven heads^ and fourteen eyes. 

To fee and well dirceri^ a : 
But he had a club, this dragon to drub» 

Or he had ne'er done it, I warrant ye : 
But More of More-Hall, with nothing atall. 

He flew the dragon of Wantley. 

This dragon had two furious wings^ 

Each one upon each (houlder ; 
With a fling in his tail, as long as a flail. 

Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long claws, and in his jaws 

Four and forty teeth of iron ; 
With a hide as tough as any bufl> 

Which did him round environ. 

Have you not heard that the Trojan horfe 

Held feventy men in his belly ? 
This dragon was not quite fb big. 

But very near, FU tell ye. 
Devoured he poor children three. 

That could not with him grapple | 
And, at one fup, he eat them up. 

As one would eat an apple. 

Xa AS 
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All fortf of cattle this dragon did eat ; 

Some hy he'd eat op trees. 
And tbat the foreiU fiue he wonld 

Deronr up by degrees : 
For hoofes and chiuvlies were to him gtcfe aid ttuktyt. 

He ate all, and kft none behind. 
But (bme ftones, dear Jack, which he coold not crick. 

Which on the hills yoo will find. 

In Yorkfhire, near fair Rotheram, 

The place I know it well ; 
Some two or three miles, or thereabouts* 

I vow I cannot fSdl ; 
Bat there ii a hedge, jaft on the hill edge. 

And Mathews houfe hard by it; 
O there and then was this dragons den. 

You could not choofe but fpy it* 

Some fay, this dragon was a witch. 

Some fay, he was a devil. 
For from his nofe a fmoke arofe. 

And with it burning fnivel. 
Which he cad off, when he did oough. 

In a well that he did (land by ; 
Which made it look juil like a brook 

Running with burning brandy. 

Hard 
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Hard by a furious kaigKt there dwelt. 

Of whom all towns did ring ; 
For he could wreftle» play at quarter-ftaflf, kick, cuff, 
box, buff. 

Call Ton of a whore, do any kind of thing : 
By the tail and the main, with his hands twain^ 

He fwung a horfe till he was dead ; 
And that which is flranger, he, for very anger. 

Eat him all up but his head. 



Thefe children, as I told, being eat. 

Men, women, girls and boys. 
Sighing and fobbing came to his lodging. 

And made a hideous noife : 
O fave us all. More of More-Hall, 

Thou peerlefs knight of thefe woods ; 
Do but flay this dragon, who won't leave us a rag on. 

We'll give thee all our goods. 

Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want ; 

But I want, I want, in footh, 
A fair maid of fixteen, that's brifk. 

With fmiles about the mouth ; 
Hair black as a floe, both above and below. 

With a blufli her cheeks adorning ; 
To 'noint me o'er night, ere I go to fight, 

And'to drefs me in the morning. 

X 3 This 
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This being done, he did engage 

To hew this dragon down ; 
But firft he went new armour to 

Befpeak at Sheffield town ; 
With (pikes all about, not within but withoot. 

Of ileel fo (harp and ftrong ; 
Both behind and before, arms, legs, all o'er » 

Some five or 11;^ inches long. 



Had you but feen him in this drefs. 

How fierce he look'd and big. 
You would have thought him for to be 

An Egyptian porcupig : 
He frighted all, cats, dogs, and all ; 

Each cow, each horfe, and each hog. 
For fear did flee, for they took him to be 

Some (Irange outlandifh hedge-hog. 



To fee this fight all people there 

Got up on trees and houfes. 
On churches fome and chimneys too ; 

But they put on their trowfes. 
Not to fpoil their hofe. As foon as he rofe. 

To make him ilrong and mighty, 
He drank, by the tale, (ix pots of ale. 

And a quart of aqtia-vitx. 



It 
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It is Bot ftrengdi diat always wins. 

For wit does ftrength excell ; 
Which made oor canning champion 

Creep down into a well ; 
Where he did think, this dragon would drinks 

And To he did in truth ; 
And as he ftoop'd low, he rofe up, and cried. Boh ! 

And hit him in the month* 



Oh, quodi die dragon, pox take thee, comt out. 

Thou that difturb'ft me in my drink ; 
And dien he tum'd, and fhit at him ; 

Goodlack how he did ftink ! 
«< Beihrew thy fool, thy body's foul. 

Thy dungfmells not like baliam ; 
Thou fon of a whore, thou ftink'ft {o fore» 

Sure thy diet is unwholeibmc/' 



Our polidc knight, on die other fide. 

Crept out upon the brink. 
And gave the dragon fuch a doufe. 

He knew not what to thiok. 
By cock, quoth he, fay you fo ; do yon fee ? 

And then at him he let fly. 
With hand and with foot, and fo they went to't ; 

And the word it was. Hey boys, hey I 
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Your words, qooth the difLgon^ I don-c oaderfUiul : 

Then to it they fell at ali^ 
Like two wild boars fo &cxos, I may 

Compare great things wiUi (mall* 
Two days and anighu with this dragon did ^ht 

Our champion on the ground ; 
Though their iUengtb it was great, yet their ikxil it 
was neat» 

They never had one wound. 

At length the hard earth began for to qmke^ 

The dragon gare him fuch a knock» 
Which made him to reeU and ftraightway he tlMught, 

To lift him as high as a rock» 

And thence let him £idl : but More of Moce-Hall, 

Like a valiant fon of Mars^ 
As he came like a lout, fo he turn'd him about. 

And hit him a kick on the arfe, 

Ohy quoth the dragon, with a deep figh^ ' 

And turn'd fix times togedier. 
Sobbing and tearing, curfing and fwearing 

Out of his throat of leather : 
More of More-Hall ! O thou rafcal ! 

Would I had feen thee never ; 
With the thing at thy foot, thpu haft, prick'd my arfe- 

gut. 
And I'm quite undone for ever. 

Murder^ 
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Murder, murder, ikfi dragon criedt 

Alack, alack, for grief ; 
Had you but inii»-4 that place, you couU 

. Have done me no miickief. 
Then his head h^ 4iak'd, tremUed and qoak'd. 

And down h^ Uict and cried ; 
Firft on one knee, th^n on biack tumbled he^ 

So groan'd, kick'dj flat, and died* 



B A L LA D XXa. 

SIR ANDREW BARTON. 

WHEN Flora with her fragrant flowec% 
Bedeck'd the earth {q trim and gay» 
And Neptune with his dainty fhoverB 

Came to prefent the month of May, 
King Henry would a progrefs ridc;# 

Over the river of Thames pafs'd he* 
Unto a mountain top alfo 

Did walk fome pleafore for to fee ; 

Where forty merchants heeipied. 

With fifty fail come towards him* 
Who then no fooner were arriv'd. 

But on their knees did thus complain : 
An't pleafe your grace, we cannot fail 

To France a voyage to be fure, 
$ut fir Andrew Barton makes us quail* 

And robs us of our ntfrchant->waf)e« 

Vex»d 
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Vcz*<! was the king, and torning hii 

Said to his lords of high degree. 
Have I ne'er a lord within my realmt 

Dare fetch that traitor onto me ? 
Tl» him repHed lord Charles Howird* 

I will, my liege with heart and hand» 
If it pleaie yoo grant me leave he faid, 

I will perform what you command. 

To him then fpake king Heniy, 

I fear, my lord, yon are too young* 
No whit at all, my 1 cge, quoth he, 

I hope to prove in valour ftroog. 
The Scotifli knight I vow to feek. 

In what place foe'er he be, 
And bring aihore with all his might. 

Or into Scotland he fhall carry me. 

A hundred men, the king then faid. 

Out of my realm /hall diofen be | 
Be£des failors and (hip-boys. 

To guide a great ibip on the fea ; 
Bowmen and gunners of good fkill. 

Shall for this fervice chofen be ; 
And they at thy command and wilt^ 

In all affairs (hall wait on thee. 

Lord Howard caHM a gunner then, 
Who was the beft in all the realm. 

His age was threefcore years and t^n^ 
And Peter Simon was his name : 



My 
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My lord call'd then a bow-man rare, 

Whofe a6live hands had gained &ne, 
A gentleman born in Yorkflure, 

And William Horfely was his name. 

Horfely, quoth he^ I mail to Tea, 

To feek a traitor with good fpeed. 
Of a hundred bow-men brave, quoth he^ 

I have chofen thee to be the head. 
•* If you, my lord, have chofen me 

Of a hundred men to be the head. 
Upon the main-mail I'll hanged be. 

If twelv^core I mifs one {hilHngs breadth*^ 

/ I 

Lord Howard then, of courage bold. 

Went to the fea with pleafant chear. 
Not curb*d with winters piercing cold. 

Though 'twas the ftormy time of year. 
Not long he had been on the fea. 

No more in days than number three. 
But one Henry Hunt there he efpied, 

A merchant of NewcafUe was he. 

To him Lord Howard call'd out amain. 

And ftridly charged him to fiand. 
Demanding then from whence he came. 

Or where he did intend to land. 
The merchant then made anfwer ibon. 

With heavy heart, and careful mind. 
My lord, my ihip it doth belong 

Unto N«wcaflle upon Tine. 

Can'ft 
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Caa^C tkoo (how me, the lord did &y, 
Af tfeo dsd'ft ikil by day aod aighty 

A Sootsfli rmer on the iea, 

^Hit nzmt i$ Andrew Beftoa,. Icaight? 

At tbi» the merchaat figh*d and fiud. 
With grieved mind and welt-awajr. 

Bat oref'Well I kaow ihai knight, 
I wat hit prifoaer yeftodaf ^ 

Ai If mj lord, did ftaifiom Fnneep 

A Bourdeaox voyage to take io far^ 
I aiet with fir Andrew Barton theooe» 

Who fobb'd me of my merchant^ware i 
And nickle debts, God knows, I owe. 

And every man doth crave his owm 
And I am bound to London now ; 

Of our gracious king to. beg a boon» 

Show me him, faid lord Howard thea» 

Let me but once the villain (pe. 
And c'ery penny he hath fiom theeta^en, 

I'll double the fame with fliiiUngi tkret» 
Now God forbid, the merchant faad, 

I fear your aim. that yon, will mtA ; 
God blefs you from his tyranny^ 

For little you think what man he ia. 

He is brafs within» and (leel without, . 

His (hip moil huge, and mighty ftrongy 
With eighteen pieces of ordnance. 

He carrieth on each &de along : 
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With beams for hk top*calUe» 

As being alfo huge and high. 
That neither Engliilt nor Portugal 

Can fir Andrew Bartdn paTs by. 

Hard news thou fliowit, th^n faid the !ord« 

To welcome Grangers to the Tea ; 
But, as I faidy I'll bring him aboard. 

Or into Scotland he Hiall Qfirry me. 
The merchant faid. If you will do foip 

Take counfel then I pray withallf 
Let no man to his top*ca(lle go. 

Nor flrive to let his beams down fall* 

Lend me feven pieces of ordnance thesy 

On each fide of my fhip, quoth he. 
And to-morrow, my lord, 'twixt fix and fereii 

Again I will your honour fee: 
A glafs ril fet, that may be feen, 

Whether you fail by day or nig^t. 
And to-morrow, be fure, before feres. 

You ihall fee fir Andrew Barton, knight, 

r 

The merchant fet my lord a glafs. 

So well apparent in his fight, 
Thit on the morrow, as his promifis was. 

He faw fir Andrew Barton, knighti 
The lord then fwore a mighty oath. 

Now by the heavens that be of mighty 

By faith, believe me, and by troth, 

I think he is a worthy knight« 

Fetdk 
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Fetch me wcj Lm <Mit ofkaac!, 

Saitik the >^r(f ^ widi rcie aad ftresBcr &%^ 
Set op wiisall z ^flllcm wand* 

Tlut nercAAAC like I may pais bf . 
Tkmt bravely d:<! lord Hovard pafs. 

And did Cpft aaciM>r hie ib bi^h ; 
No tr/p-faxl at all be caft. 

Bat ai a foe be did bim defy. 



Sir Andrew Barton ieeiog htm 

Thos fcomfally to pais by. 
As thoogb he cared not a pia 

For him and all bis conpanj ; 
Then caird be for bis men anaio. 

Fetch back yon pedler bow, qnoib be^ 
And, ere this way be come again, 

ril teach him well his covrteiy* 

A (Mece of ordnance foon was (hoc. 

By this proud pirate fiercely then. 
Into lord Howards middle deck. 

Which croel (hot kiird fourteen men. 
He caird then Peter Simon, he, 

liOok ' now' thy word do (land in ftead^ 
For thou (halt be hanged on main m^. 

If thou mifs twelve*fcore one penny breadth. 

Then Peter Simon gave a (hot. 

Which did (ir Andrew mickle fcare. 
In at his deck it came fo hot, 

KilPd fifteen of his men of war : 

Alas, 
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Alas, then faid the pirate fiont, 

I am in danger now I fee ; 
This Is fome lord, I greatly doabt» 

That is fet on to conquer me* 

Then Henry Hunt, with rigour hot. 
Came bravely on the other fide. 

Who likewife ihot in at his deck. 

And kilPd fifty of his men befide : 
Then, Out alas, fir Andrew cried. 

What may a man now think or iay ? 
Yon merchant thief that pierceth me. 

He was my priibner yefterday* 

Then did he on Gordion call. 

Unto the top-caftle for to go. 
And bid his beams he fliould let fall. 

For he greatly fcar*d an overthrow. 
The lord calPd Horfely then in hafte. 

Look that thy word now Hand in Head^ 
For thou (hall be hanged on main-mafi. 

If thou mifs twelve-fcore a ihilling breadth* 

Then up the maft-tree fwerved he. 

This flout and mighty Gordion ; 
But Horfely he, mod happily. 

Shot him under his collar-bone. 
Then calPd he on his nephew then. 

Said, Sifters ions I have no mo ; 

Three hundred pound I will give to ihee, 

I thou wilt to the top-caille go. 

Tiiem 
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Then Aontly h« btptn u> dlUfb, 

From of the maft korn'd to depiit ; 
Bat Horfely Toon preveneed Uin, 

And deadly pierc'd htm to the heart. 
Hii men being flain^ then up amain 

Did thif proud pirate climb with fpeed^ 
For armour of proof he had put on. 

And did not dint of arrows dread* 

Come hither Horkly, faid the lord. 

See thou thine arrows aim aright : 
Great means to thee I will zSbti, 

And if thou fpeed PU make theis knight. 
Sir Andrew did climb up the tree. 

With right good will, and all his main. 
Then upon the bread hit Horfely bei 

Till the arrow did return again* 

Then Horfely Ypied a private place. 

With a perfeft eye in a fecret part ; 
His arrow fwiftly flew apace. 

And fmote fir Andrew to the heaft. 
** Fight on, fight on, my merry men all» 

A little I am hurt, yet not flain, 
I'll but lie down and bleed a while, 

And come and fight with you again/* 

And do not, faid he, fear Englifli rdj^ttes. 

And of our fbes ftand not iti awe. 
But ftand faft by Saint Andrews eroft, * 

Untill you hear my whiftk blow.«^ 



They 




A N C I E N T B A L L A D S. 521; 

They never heard his whiftle blow. 

Which made them all full fore afraid. 
Then Horiely faid. My lord, aboard, 

For now fir Andrew Barton's dead* 

Thus boarded they this gallant (hip. 

With right good will, and all their main. 
Eighteen fcore Scots alive in it, 

Befides as many more were flain. 
The lord went where fir Andrew lay. 

And quickly then cutofFhis head : 
^* I fliould forfake England many a day. 

If thou wert alive as thou art dead.'' 

Thus from the wai-s lord Howard came. 

With micklejoy and triumphing. 
The pirates head he brought along. 

For to prefent unto the king : 
Who briefly then to him did fay. 

Before he knew well what was done. 
Where is the knight and pirate gay f 

That I myfelf may give the doom* 

You may thank God, then faid the lord. 

And four men in the fliip, quoth he. 
That we are fafely come aihore, 

Sith you never had fuch an enemy ; 
That is, Henry Hunt, and Peter Simon, 

William Horfely, and Peters fon ; 
Therefor reward them for their pains. 

For they did fervice in their turn. 

Vol. n. y Tq 
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To the merchaAt then the king did {zy. 

In lieu of what he hath from thee u'ea, 
ni give to thee a noble a day» 

Sir Andrews whiftk, and kit chaia : 
To Peter Simon a crown a day ; 

And half a crown to Peters fim ; 
And that wai for a ihot fo gay. 

Which bravely brought fir Andrew down. 

Horfefy I will make thee a knight. 

And in Yorkihire thon ihalt dwell ; 
Lord Howard (hall earl Bury hight. 

For this title he deferveth wdL 
Seven /hillings to oar Engliih men. 

Who in this fight did fioutly ftand ; 
And twelve pence a day to the Sooti dll they 

Come to my brother kings high Und. 



BALLAD XXin. 
JOHNY ARMSTRONGS LAST GCX)D.NIGHT. 

IS there never a man in all ScotUad, 
Prom the highefi eftate to the loweft degree, 
I'hat can (how himfelf now before the king, 
Scoilind 2» fo full of treachery ? 

Ycii, thrrc is a man in WeltmoreUnd, 
And Johny Armftrong they do him call. 

Me has no lands nor rents coming in. 
Vet he keeps eight fcore men within his hall. 

He 
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He has horfes and harnefs for them all. 

And goodly Heeds that be milk-white^ 
With their goodly belts about their neck?. 

With hats and feathers all alike. 

The king he writes a loving lettJr, 

And with his own hand fo tenderly. 
And hath fent it unto Johny Armflrdtig, 

To come and fpeak with him fpeedily. 

When John he look'd this letter upon, 

Good lord, he look'd as blithe as a bird in a tree : 

'^ I was never before a king in my life. 
My father, my grandfather, nor none of us three. 

But feeing we muft go before the king. 

Lord we will go moft gallantly ; 
Ye fhall every one have a velvet coat. 

Laid down with golden laces three : 

And every one (hall have a fcarlet cloak. 

Laid down with iilver laces five ; 
With your golden belts about your necks. 

With hats and feathers all alike.'' * 

But when John he went from Giltnock hall. 

The wind it blew hard, and full faft it did rain : 

** Now fare thee well, thou Giltnock-hall, 
I fear I ihall never fee thee again. '^ 

y 2 Now 
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Kow Jolisy u tt> Edubcrgb gone, 

Wjtk Ikii a^ iuxt men £o gallaiitljry 
And €ttjj one ci diem en a milk-vhite iccd» 

With Uidr bockkn and Aicsds kangiag to tkdj kae 



B«t when John cme die long befbfTy 

With his eight feorc men in gallant to Ice^ 

The king he mor'd his bonnet to him. 

He diooght he had been a king as well as he. 



pardon, pardon* my ioremgn liege. 
Pardon for my eight ioore men and me; 

For my name it is Johnj Armftrdog* 

And afubied of fonriy my liege, iaid he. 

** kwzy with thee, thoa falfe tndtdr. 

No pardon will I grant to thee. 
But, to-morrow morning by eight of the clock, 

1 will hang op thy eight fcore men and thee.*' 

Then Johny lodc'd over his left fhoolder. 
And to hit mtny men thus faid he^ 

1 have alk'd grace of a grocelcfs face. 

No pardon there is for yoo or mc 

Then John puird out his nut brown fword, 

And it was made of metal (6 free, 
Il.id not the king movM his foot as he did, 

|o)m had talftn his head from his fair body. 



<« 
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*< Come, follow me, my merry men all. 

We will fcom one foot for to fly. 
It ihall ne'er be faid we were hang like dogs. 

We will fight it out mod manfully/' 

Then they fought on like championi bold. 
For their hearts were fturdy, ftout and free. 

Till they had kilPd all the kings good guard. 
There was none left alive but two or three. 

Bat then rofe up all Edinburgh, 

They rofe up by thoufands three, 
A cowardly Scot came John behind. 

And run him through the fair body. 

Said John, Fight on my merry men all, 
I am a little wounded, but am not flain, 

I will lay me down for to bleed a while. 
Then I'll rife and fight with you again. 

Then they fought on like madmen all. 
Till many a man lay dead upon the plain. 

For they were refolved, before they would yield, 
That every man would there be flain. 

So there they fought courageously. 
Till moil of them lay dead there and flain ; 

But little Mufgrave that was his foot-page, 
With his bonny Oriflel got away unta'en. 

Hi 
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But wbtft ht c^mc Vj G:!ovxk-kiSl, 

Tbe \zcj i^'xA hia prtkzdr : 
** What ftcwf, what sewf, thoa litde Irinr piy. 

What nr«r« ^cm tbr auScr, aad kis a—ma y 5" 

yiy newf it btd, ladf , lie (aid. 

Which I <io bruig as 700 inaj fee ; 
My mafier John/ Armftrocg is ilaia. 

And all his gallafit company. 

^* Yet thou art wcjcome home, ray bonny GrifseU 
Full oft thou haft been fed with corn and bay. 

Bat n^/w thou /halt be (tA widi bread and wine» 
And thy fides ihall be fporr'd no more, I iay." 

O then befpake hi) Hule fon^ 

At he fat on hi:^ nurfes knee. 
If rver I Jive to be aman, 

M/ fathers death reveng'd (hall be. 



BALLAD XXIV. 



THE HUNTING IN CHEVY-CHASE. 



GO D profper long our noble king. 
Our lives and fafeties all ; 
A woeful hunting onoe there did 
In Chevy-chafe beftU: 



To 
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To drive the deer with hound and hon. 

Earl Percy took his w^ ; 
The child may rue that is unborn \ 

The hunting of that day. 

The flout earl of Northumberland 

A vow to God did make. 
His pleafure in the Scotifh woods 

Three fummers days to take ; 

The chiefell harts in Chevy-chafe 

To kill and bear away : 
Thefe tidings to earl Douglas came^ 

In Scotland where he lay ; 

Who fent earl Percy prefent word 

He would prevent his fport : 
The Englifh earl, not fearing this. 

Did to the woods refort. 

With fifteen hundred bowmen bold; 

All chofen men of might. 
Who knew full well, in time of need. 

To aim their (hafts aright. 

The gallant greyhounds fwiftly ran. 

To chafe the fallow deer : 
On Monday they began to hunt. 

When day-light did appear ; 

y 4 And, 
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Andy long before high noon, they had 

A handred fat bocks (Iain ; 
Then, having din'd, the drovers went 

To roufe them op again. 

The bowmen mofter'd on the hUU, 

Well able to endore ; 
Their backlides all, with fpecial care. 

That day were guarded fure. 

The hounds ran fwiftly throogh the woods. 

The nimble deer to take. 
And with their cries the hills and dales 

An echo fhrilldid make* 

Lord Percy to the quarry went. 

To view the ilaughter^d deer ; -- 

Quoth he. Earl Dooglas promifed 
This day to meet me here : 

If that I thought he would not come 

No longer would I flay. 
With that a brave young gentleman 

Thus to the earl did fay : 

Lo ! yonder doth earl Douglas come. 

His men in armour bright ; 
Full twenty hundred Scotifh fpears 

All marching in our fight ; 



All 
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All men of pleafant Tividale, 

Faft by the river Tweed. 
Then ceafe yoar fport, earl Percy faid^ 

And take your bows with ipeed : 

And now with me, my countrymen. 

Your courage forth advance ; 
For never was there champion yet. 

In Scotland or in France, 

That ever did on horfeback come. 

But if my hap it were, 
I durft encounter, man for man. 

With him to break a ipear. 

Earl Douglas, on a milk-white fteed, 

Moft like a baron bold. 
Rode fbremofl of the company. 

Whole armour fhone like gold : 

Show me, faid he, whofe men you be. 

That hunt fo boldly here ; 
That, without my confent, do chafe. 

And kill my fallow-deer ! 

The man that Erfk did anfwer make. 

Was noble Percy, he ; 
Who faid. We lift not to declare. 

Nor ihow whofe men we be ; 



Yet 
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Yet we will fpend our dearefl blood* 
Thy chicfcft harts to flaj. 

Then Douglas fwore a fdemn oadi. 
And thos in rage did fay : 

Eie thus I will ont-hraved be. 
One of us two (hall die : 

I know thee well, an earl thou art. 
Lord Percy, fo am L 

Bat trad me, Perey, pity it wefe> 

And great offence, to kill 
Any of thefe oar hannleft men. 

For they have done no ill : 

Let thou and I the battle try. 

And fet oar men afide. 
Accurs'd be he, lord Percy faid. 

By whom this is denied. 

Then flepp'd a gallant fqaire forth, 
Wstherington was his name^ 

Who faid, I would not have it told 
To Henry our king, for Ihame, 

That e*er my captain fought on foot. 

And I flood looking on : 
You be two earls, faid Witherington, 

And I a fquire alone : 



rii 
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I'll do the bed that do I may. 

While I have ftrength to ftand ; 
While I have pow'r to wield my fword, 

I'll light with heart and hand. 

Our Englifh archers bent their bows. 

Their hearts were good and trtfe ; 
At the firft flight of arrows fent. 

Full thrcefcore Scots they flew. 

To drive the deer with hound and horn, • 

Earl Douglas had the bent ; 
A captain mov'd with mickle pride. 

The fpears to fliivers fent. 

They clos'd full faft on every fide. 

No flacknefs there was found ; 
And many a gallant gentleman 

Lay gafping on the ground. 

O Chrift ! it was a grief to fee. 

And likewife for to hear 
The cries of men lying in their gorc^ ' 

And fcatter'd here and there. 

At lad thefe two flout earls did meet. 

Like captains of great might ; 
Like lions mov'd, they laid on load. 

And made a cruel fight. 

They 
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They fonght until they both did fweat. 

With fwords of tempered fteel ; 
Until the blood like drops of rain. 

They trickling down did feel. 

Yield thee, lord Percy, Douglas faid. 

In faith I will thee bring 
Where thou (halt high advanced be 

By James our Scotiih king : 

Thy ranfom I will freely give. 

And thus report of thee. 
Thou art the moil courageous knight. 

That everl did fee. 

No, Douglas, quoth earl Percy then. 

Thy proffer I do fcorn ; 
I will not yield to any Scot 

That ever yet was born. 

With that there came an arrow keen. 

Out of an Engliih bow. 
Which druck earl Douglas to the heart, 

A deep and deadly blow : 

Who never fpoke more words than thele. 

Fight on my merry men all ; 
For why, my life is at an end» 

Lord Percy fees my fall. 



Then 
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Then leaving life, carl Percy took 

The dead man by the hand. 
And faid. Earl Douglas, for thy life 

Would 1 had loll my land. 

O Chrift ! my very heart doth bleed. 

With forrow for thy fake ; 
For fure, a more renowned knight 

Mischance did never take* 

A knight amongft the Scots there was. 

Which faw earl Douglas die. 
Who ftraight in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the earl Percy : 

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call'd ; 

Who, with a fpear moft bright. 
Well mounted on a gallant fteed. 

Ran fiercely through the fight ; 

And pafs'd the EnglKh archers all. 

Without all dread or fear ; 
And through earl Percys body then 

He thruft his hateful (pear : 

With fuch a vehement force and might 

He did his body gore. 
The fpear went through the other fide 

A large cloth-yard, ;ind more. 



So 
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So thus did both thefe nobles die, 

Whofe courage none could ilain : 
An Engliih archer then perceiv'd 

The noble earl was flain : 

He had a bow bent in his hand. 

Made of a trufty tree.; 
An arrow of a cloth -yard long 

Up to the head drew he : 

Againfl (ir Hugh Montgomery 

So right the (haft he fet. 
The grey-goofe-wing that was thereon 

In his heart-blood was wet. 

This fight did laft from break of day 

Till fetting of the fan ; 
For when they rung the evening- bell 

The battle fcarce was done. 

With the earl Percy there was flain 

Sir John of Ogerton, 
Sir Robert Ratcliffe^ and fir John, 

Sir James that bold bardn : 

Andy with fir George, and good fir James, 

Both knights of good account. 
Good fir Ralph Raby there was flain, 

Whofe prowcfs did furmount. 



For 
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Fot Witherington needs mnft I wail. 

As one in doleful damps ; 
For when his legs were fmitten off. 

He fought upon his dumps. 

And with earl Douglas there was flain 

Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 
Sir Charles Currel, that from the field 

One foot would never fly ; 

Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliffe too. 

His fillers fon was he ; 
Sir David Lamb, fo well efteem*d. 

Yet (aved could not be. 

And the lord Maxwell, in like wife. 

Did with earl Douglas die : 
Of twenty hundred Scotifli fpears. 

Scarce Efty S.ye did fly. 

Of fifteen hundred Engliflimen, 

Went home but fifty three : 
The reft were flain in Chevy-chafe, 

Und^r the green wood tree. 

Next day did many widows come. 
Their huflmnds to bewail ; 

They wafli'd their wounds in brinifli tears. 
But all would not prevail 

Their 
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Their bodies, bath'd in purple blood. 

They bore with them away ; 
They kifs'd them dead a thousand times. 

When they were clad in day. 

This news was brought to Edinburgh, 

Where Scotlands king did reign. 
That brave earl Douglas foddenly 

Was with an arrow (lain. 

heavy news, king James did fay, 
Scotland can witnefs be, 

1 have not any captain more 

Of fuch account as he* 

Like tidings to king Henry came. 

Within as (hort a (pace. 
That Percy of Northumberland 

Was flain in Chevy-chaie. 

Now God be with hiqiv faid our king, 

^ith 'twill no better be ; 
I truH I have within my realm. 

Five hundred as good as he. 

Yet fhall not Scot nor Scotland fay. 

But I will vengeance take ; 

And be revenged on them all. 

For brjive lord Percys fake. 



This 
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This TOW inll well de king perfona'd. 

After, on Hnmbledown ; 
In one day, fifty ktiighti were llaillr 

With lord* of great renown ; 

And of the reft, offmall account. 

Did many handreds die. 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy-chaie, 

Made by the earl Percy. 

God fave the king, andble{s tkeknd 

Id plenty, joy, and peace; 
And grant, henceforth, that fbal debitc 

"Twixt noblemen may ceafe. 




f t 




SONGS OMITTED, 



IN PART IL 



BY HARRY CAREY.^ 

CUPID no more fhall give me grief. 
Or anxious cares opprefs my bud $ 
While gen'rous Bacchus brings leliei^ 
And drowns 'em in a flowing bowL 

Cxlia, thy fcora I now deQnie, 
Thy boafted empire I disown ; 

This takes the brightnefs from thy tjth 
And makes it iparkle an my own* 



• Whoindtksit <^ A DidiyfamUck fbr two voicii.* 
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HOW ftandf tbe glafs aroand ? 
For fliame, ye take no care, mybo]^! 
How ftands the glafs aroand ? 
Let mirth and wine abound ! 
The trompets found : 

The coloun flying are, my boys. 
To fight, kill, or wound : 
May we ftill be found 

Content with onr hard fare, my bojrs. 
On the cold ground. 

Why, foldiers, why 

Should we be melancholy, boys ! 
Why, foldiert, why? 
Whofe bufineft 'tb todie ? 
Whatl fighing? fie! 

Damn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys! 
Tit he, you, and L 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 

We*re always bound to fellow, boys. 
And fcom to fly. 

Hfis but in vain, 

(I mean not to upbraid you, boys) 
'Tis but in vain 
For foldiers to complain : 
Should next campaign 

Send us to Him that made you, boys. 
We're free from pain ; 
Butihould we remain, 

A bottle and kind laiidlady 

Cures all again. 

THE 
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THE SCHOOL OP ANACREON. 

Recitative. 

TH E feftive board was met, the ibcial band* 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent fiand : 
My friends (began the fage) be this the rule. 
No brow auftere muft dare approach my fchool ; 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within. 
Old Care, begone ! here fadnefs is a fin. 

Air. 

Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great. 

Wealth and wiidom I defpiie ; 

Cares furround the rich and wife. 

The queen that gives foft wiihes birth. 

And Bacchus god of wine and mirth. 

Me thdr friend and fav'rite own, 

I was bom for them alone. 

Bufnefs, title, pomp and iUte, 

Give them to the fools I hate ; 

But let love, let life be mine ; 

Bring me women, bnng me wine. 

Speed the dancing hours away. 

Mind not what the grave ones fay ; 

Gayly let the minutes fly. 

In love and freedom, wit and joy : 

So (hall love, (hall life be mine ; 

Bring me women, bring me wine. 
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BY PAUL WHITBHEAD E S Q^ 

WHEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 
To revd in his ev'ning rites. 
In vab his altars I fnnoond. 
Though with Burgundian incenfe crownM : 
No charm has wine without the lafs ; 
^Tis love gives relifh to the glafs, 

Whilft all around, with jocund glee. 
In brimmers toail their fav'rite (he ; 
Though ev*ry nymph my lips proclaim. 
My heart (Ull whifpers Chloes name ; 
And thus, with me, by am'rous ikalth. 
Still ev'ry glafs is Chloes health. 

BY MR. ISAAC BIC KERST A PP •• 

HENCE with cares, complaints, and 
Welcome jollity and joy ; 
Every grief in pleafure drowning. 
Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friend/hip do our duty. 

Laugh and fing fome good old ftrain ; 
Prink a health to Love and Beauty ; 
May they long in triumph reign. 



* Ia Loft In a Yillaie. 
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